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Tae Poct's ene, in a fine frenzy rolling, 

Dath glance i rom Leuven fo earth, rum earth 10 heavens 
Ard, as imagination bedies forth. 

The forms of things unknown, the Poet's pen 


Turns them to ſeape, and gives to airy nothing 4 


A local habitation, and a name. 
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Tus Pox us contained in this Volume were publiſh 
ed ſeparately, without"any view of forming a Coll-- 
tion. Encouraged by an extenſive and rapid fale, x. 

publication was continued until it had become in- 
convenient for the purchaſers to retain the numbers 
in a ſcattered ftate. The Ebiroas have therefore 
been induced to offer to the Public the preſent vo- 
Jume, which contains twenty-four of the ſeparate 
Collections, originally publiſhed at one penny each. 


Sou of the Poems are original. Thoſe which 
have been formerly publiſhed are either ſuch as are 
not commonly met with, or poſſeſs ſome pecyliar me- 
rit to recommend them. Indeed, from the very fa- 
vourable reception they have experienced, the Epi- 


: - Tons flatter themſelves, that they have not been al. 
together unſucceſsful in their endeavours to gratiſy 


the taſte of the Public. 


IT would be uograteful to omit the preſent oppor- 


ttunity, of acknowledging how much the Editors bave 


been indebted to the communications, and afliftance 


| : _ Of their friends. Under a continuance of public and 
Private patronage, which they reſpectſully take the 


_ Hiberty of ſoliciting, they hope to be enabled to form 
another Volume of original and ſelected an not 
8 to the , 
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CELEBRATED ODE. 


To. 


INDEPENDENCE. 


{ 


dar, —— — — , 


Thy ſpirit, Independence, let me fhare ! 
T- Lord of the lion- heart and eagle cye, 
Thy fteps I fellow with my befom bare, 
Nor becd the flexm that bou along the ſty. 
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„ © Baptiz'd with blood.}J=Charlemagne obliged ſon 


OPE TO INDEPENDENCE, 


Srrorur. 


Tn ſpirit, Independence, let me dl 
Lord of the lion-heart and eagle- cye, 
Thy ſteps 1 follow with my boſom bare, 

Nor beed the ſtorm that howls along the ſkj 
Deep in the frozen regiops of the north, 
A goddeſs violated brought thee forth, 
Immortal Liberty, whoſe look ſublime | 

Hatli bleach'd the tyrant's check in every varyio 
elime. 

What time the iron bearted Gaul, 

With frantic Syperſlition for his guide, 

Arm'd with the dagger and the pall,” 
The ſons of Woden fa the ficld defy'd; 

The ruthleſs hag, by Weſer's flood, 

In Heaven's name, urg'd the infernal blow; 
| And red the ſtream began to flow 
A The vanquiſh' d were baptiz'd with blood! * " 


thouſand Saxon priſoners to embrace the Chriſtian religi 
and immediately after they were baptiz'd ordergd their thre 
to be cut. — Thelr prince, Vitikind, fed for POW fo Ge 
trick, King of Denmart, 


1 


1 — — * 
Anti STROPUE. 


the Saxon priuce in horror fled 
F From altars ſtain'd with human gore? 
, 


And Liberty his routed legions led 
In ſafety to the bleak Norwegian ſhore. 
There in à cave aſleep the lay, 
Lull'd By the hoatſe reſounding main; 
When a bold ſavage paſs'd that way, 
impell'd by Deſtiny, his name Diſdaiu. 
Ol ample front the portly chief appear d; 
The huited bear ſupply'd a ſhaggy veſt, 
The drifted ſnow hung on his yellow beard, 
Aid his broad ſhoulders brad the furious blaſt, 
He ſtopp'd; be gaz*d; his boſom glow'd, 
and decply felt th' impreſſion of het charms; 
He ſeiz*d th' advantage Fate allow'd, 
and ſtraight compreſs her iti his vig'rous arms, 


{ 


f. 


ryiop 
STroOPAE. 
The Curlieu ſeream'd, the Tritons blew 
heir ſhells to celebrate the ravith'd rite; 
Old Time exulted as he flew, . 
Ard Independence ſaw the light, 
The light he faw i iu Albion's happy plains, 
here, under cover of a flowering thorn, 
While Philomel renew'd her warbled ſtrains, 
b' auſpicions fruit of ſtol'n embrace was born 
The mountain Pryads ſciz'd with joy 
he ſmiliog infant; to their charge confign'd ; 
The Dorie muſe cafefs'd the fav” rite boyz 
Lc hermit Wiſdom ffor'd his opening mind, 
As rolling years matur'd his age, 
te ſccurith'd bold and finewy as his fire 
While the miid paſſions in is breaſt aſſuage 
„ ercet fl. mes of his matcrna! fite, 
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ANTISTROPYE, 
Accompliſh'd thus he wing'd his way, 
And zealous rov'd from pole to pole, 
The rolls of right eternal to diſpla y, 
And warm with patriot thoughts th' aſpiring ſoul, 
On deſert * iſſes *twas he that rais'd 
Thoſe ſpires that gild the Adriatic wave, 
| Where Tyranny beheld amaz'd 
Fair Freedom's temple, where he mark'sd her grave, 
He ſtecl'd the bluut Batavian's arms, 
To burſt the Iberian's double chain +; 
Aud cities rear'd, and planted farms, 
Won from the firirts of Neprune's wide domain, 
He wit the gencrous ruſtics fat, 
On Uri's rocks, in clofe divan gz; 
And wing'd that arrow, ſure as fate, 
Which aſcertainꝰd the ſacred rights of may. 


on deſert iſles. ]— Although Venice was built a cm 
2 lerable time before the era bere affizn'd for the birth of In 
dependence, the republic had net yet man to any * 


gree of foxver and ſplendour. 


1 To burſt th' Iberian's double chain ]J—T!e Lo: 
Countries were not only pre. by grievous taxation, b 
likewviſe threatened with the eflabliſkment of the Tngaijiti 
when ile Seven Provinces revelted, and ſbook off the Joh 
of Spain, ' 

+ On Uri's rocks.]—- Alling fo the Inown ftory g 
William Tell and bis aſſociates, the ſaibers and found:11 0 
45. confederacy of the Swiſs Cantons. 
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Srzorux. 
7. Arabia's ſcorching ſands he croſs d“, 
Where blaſted nature pants ſupine, 
Conductor of her tribes aduil, 
To Freedom's adamantine ſhrine ; 
nd many @ Tartar hord forlurn, aghaft T6 | 
He ſnatch'd from under (en Oppretfion's wing; 
And taught amidſt the dreary waſte 
h all-che<ring bymas of Liberty to ſing. 
He virtue finds, like precious cre, 
Diffus'd thro” every baſer mould, 
Ev'n now he (tagds on Calvi's rocky ſhore, 
ain. And turns the droſs of Cortica to gold g. 
He, guardian georus, taught my youth 
Pomp's tinſeh livery to deſpiſe: 
My lips by him chaſtis'd to truth, 
Ne'cr paid that bas which the heart denies. 


* Arabia's ſcorching ſands. ] The Arabs, rather 
than reſign their indefendency, bave often abandoned their 
batitaiions, and encountered all the berrors of the deſert. 


+ And many a.Tartar hord.]— From the tyranny of 
Feagbis Klan, Timur Bec, and otber eaflern conquerurs, 
whole tribes of Tartar were uſed to fly into the remater 


e v waſtes of Cathay, where n» army could fallow E. 

And turns the drofs of Corſiea. The noble feng -Y 
ory g made by Paſchal Panls and bis a/hciates again the uf? 1 . | 
fe14 © ation of the Frencl King, mu! entear them to the ons of 


Liberty and Indevrndeare. 
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(6) 


AwTi3TROPEE. | 
Thoſe ſculptur's balls my feet ſhiall never fred, 
| Where varoiſh'd Vice aud Vanity combin'd, 
To dazzle and ſeduce, their banners ſpread, _ 
And ſorge vile ſhackles for the free-born mind. 
here fofolence his Vriukled frofit uprears, 
Aud all the flowers of ſpurious Fancy blow; 
And Titic His il|-woven chaplet wears, 
Full often wreath'd arbund the miſcreant's brow} 
Wherc ever-dimpling Falſchood, pert and vain; 
Preſents her cup of ſtale Profeſſion's froth ; 
And pale Diſtafe; with all his bloated train, 
Torments the fons of Gluttony and Sloth. 
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In Fortune's cat behold that minions ride, 
With either India's glittering ſpoils oppreſe'd: 
So moves the ſumpter-mule, in harneſs'd pride, 
That bears the tteaſure which he cannot taſte, 
For him let veifat bards diſgrace the bay, 
Audhireliag minſtrels wake the tinklingſtring; 
Her ſenſual ſnares let ſaithlefs Pleaſure lay; 
And all her jingling bells fantaſtic folly fing; 
Diſquiet, Doubt, apd Dread mall intervene; 
And Nature, fill to all her feetings juſt, 
In vengeance hang a damp on every ſcene, 
Shob n the aaa __— of den wr 
AnTISFROPHE, | 
ds ren court in her ſequeſter'd havnts 
By mountain, meadow, ſtreamlct, yrove or cell, 
Where the pois d lark bis evening ditty chaunts, 
* u and Prace, and Cuutemplatioa dwell. 


. 


(FF 


here Study ſhall with Solitude recline; 

And Friendſhip plcdge me to his fellow-ſwaicy 
nd Toil and Temperance ſedately twine 

The flender cord that fluttering Life ſuſtains: 
And fearleſs Porerty ſhall guard the door; 
And Taſte unſpoil'd the frugal table ſpread; 
nd Induftry ſupply the humble ſtorez; . 
And Sleep unbrib'd bis dews refreſhing ſhed ; 
White-mantled Innocence, ethereal ſprite, 

Shall chace far off the goblias of the night: 
And Independence o'er the day preſide, | 


Propitious power! my patron 2 my pride. 5 
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le, GENERAL OBSERV ATIONS, | 
te, 

LYRIC POETRY i imitates yiolent a4 erdest 
181 paſſions. It is thereſore bold, various, and impe- 


tuous. It abounds with animated ' ſentiments, 
glowing images, 5 and ſorms of ſpeech often. unuſual, | 
but commonly nexvous and expreſhve.” The gom- 
poſition and arrangement of parts may often ap- 
pear diſordered, and the tranſitions ſudden and 
obſcure; hut they are always natural, and are go. 
verned by the movements and variations of the i- 
mitated paſſion. The foregoing ode will rats | 
theſe obſervations. 


The ode may be divided into three parts. The 
5 poet lets out with a brief addreſs to l 
implori ing his e. He ſees, in idea, the 5 


32 


his adormion,and, tranſported by an 

Bent and irreſiſtible impulſe, he rebearſes his bin 
education, and qualities. He proceeds, in the { 
cond place, to celebrate his oſũce and moſt reno 
ed atehievements; and returns, at the end of t 
third ſlrophe, to acknowledge with gratifude i} 
protection he had requeſted, and the power of | 
dependence in preſerving him untaioted by th 
debafing influences of Grandeur, and the admir 
tion of vain Magoificeace,—Animated with thi 
reflection, aud conſcious of the dignity annexed 
an odependeut ſtate: of mind, he 4p veighs again 
thoſe © Minions of Fortune“ who would impei 
upon mankind by the oſtentation of wealth, ar 
the parade of pageantry,” 


la the laſt antiſtrophe the poet deſcends fro: 
his enthukkaſm; he is Jeſs impetuous ; the illuſt 
ous paſſions tbat animated and impcllcd him 
_cxhauſied ; but they Jcave his mind full of thc 
genuine and benign influences, not agitated an 


f diſordered, as i their. tendency bad been vicio 
but glowing with fell. r ſoft, gentle, ar 
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s fre « To Shun theſe ills that threat my hoary bead, 
Huſt * 1 ſeck in foreign lands precariovs bread; 

m art « On whatſover coaſt I may be thrown, ©- 
the © No lord can ule me harder than my own.” 
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dublicatien. Anil it is earneſtly to be wiſhed, that 


os «347 6. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


| The follewing very beautiful and pathetic Poem, the 
troduftios of the Honourable HENRY Ersxixt, 
<was eb ritten upon occafion of the frequent Emigration: 
from Scotland, more eſpecially from the Highlands, 
That the publication of it may tend ta heighten and 
to diffuſe that ſpirit of benevolence and bumanity, | 
tcaards our diſtreſſed countrymen, which ſeems at 
preſent-to be awazened, is the deſign of its preſert 


it may promote the good end for which it is now pre- 
ſented to the public. L 
Cet of it appeared, fome time ago, in a mulilated. 
| form, the frefe nl ts printed from that dene with Per- 
lion M the amiable: and difiinguifoed author, and 
i cu afford the reader more pieaſure, when he 
1 2 Hured that ut 1s entire. 2 
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THE 


E MIGR ANI. 


« Nec patriae fines, et dulcia linguimus arva, 
&« Nos patriam fugimas —"" Viecii. 


« We leave our country and our native plains.” 


Fast by the-margin of a moſſy «i, | 
That wandered, gurgling down a heath elad hill, 
An antient ſhepherd ſtood, oppreſs'd with woe, 
And ey'd the occan's flood that foam'd below; 
Where, gently rocking on the rifing tide, 
A ſhips unwonted form was ſeen to ride, 
Unwonted, well I ween ; for ne'er before, 

Had touch'd one keel, the ſolitary ſhore ; 

Nor had the ſwain's rude footſteps ever ſtray'd, 
Beyond the ſhelter of his native thade. 

His ſew remaining bairs were ſileer grey,” 

Aud his rough face had ſeen a better day. 
Around him, bleating, ſtray'd a ſcanty flock, 
And a few goats o*'erhung the neighbouring rock. 
Ove faithful dog his ſorrows ſeem'd to harr, 
And Rrove with many trick to caſe his Care. 


ee ee 
While o'er his furrow'd cheeks, the ſalt drops ran, 


He tun'd his ruſtic reed, and thus began: 
Farewell! farewell! dear Caledouia's ftrand, 

© Rough though thou be, yet fill my native land, 

% Exil'd from thee I ſeek a foreign ſhore, 
Friends, kindred, country, to bebold no more: 
« By hard oppreſſion driv'n, my belpleſs age, 
That ſhould &er now have left life's buſtling tage, 
« fs farc'd the ocean's boĩſtꝰ rous breaſt to brave, 
« In afar, foreign, land to ſeek a grave. 


% And moſt I leave thee then, my little cot! 

% Mine and my father's poor, but happy, lot, 
Where I have paſ#'d in innocence away, 

* 1 til age bas turn d we grey? 


K Thou, dear e my keppier life, 
% Now to the grave gone down, my virtuous wife, 
«© *P'was here you rear'd with fond maternal pride, 
«© Five comely ſons: three for their country died! 
Too ftill remain, fad remnant of the wars, 
= « WitliGut one mark of honour but their fcars ; 
HZ 40 The. live to {ce their fire denied a graves 
In lands bis much lov'd children died to fave : 
1 Vet fiill in peace and ſafety did we live, 
In peace and ſafety more than wealth can give. 
« My two remainiog boys with ſturdy hands, M 
« Rear'd the ſcant produce of our viggard lands: 
* Scant as it was, bo more our hearts defir'd, - 
% No more from us our gen'rous lord requit d. 


F 


0 5 9 
And peace, contert, and Ae charm no more. * 
Another lord now rules thoſe wide domains, MR; 
The avaricious ty rant of the plains, 8 40d 
Far far from hence he revels life a Way, 
In guilty pleaſures, our poor means mult. pay. 
The moſſy plains, the mountains barrey brow, 
Muſt now he-tortpr'd-by the reariag plow, 3 
And, ſpite of nature, crops: be taught to riſe 
Which to theſe northern climes wile Heav'n denies, 
In vain, with ſweating brow and weary hands, 

We ftrive to cara the gold our lord demands, 


While cold and hunger, and the dungeon e 
« Await our failure as its certain doom. 


46 To ſhun theſe ills that Gen my wow bends 
© | ſeek in foreign lands precarious bread 5 
 Forc'd, tho' my helpleſs age from guilt be pure, 
The pangs of baniſh d felons to endure; 
A d all becauſe theſe hands have vainly ww 
Te force from art What nature has deny d 29 
* Becauſe my hitle all will not ſuffice, r 106+ <M 
Jo pay tht inſatiate claims of avarice. 
In vain, of richer climates I am told, 1 
* Whoſe hills are rich in geras, whoſe fireams are gold, 
] am contented here, Luc'erhave ſeea; MN 7 
* A vale. more fertile, ner a hill more ꝑreca, wn - 
Nor would I leave this ſweet, though humble cot, 
To ſhare the rieheſl monarch's envicd lot. 


» Gr 0. 
Sz? 
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Abroad to thrive, or here in want to pine, 
„ Soon. would I chuſe : but cer to-morrow's ſun, 


Then come, oh! ſad alternative to chaſe, 


* Of helpleſs lrabgers, what can they do more ? 
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Jo cafe your ſorrow's firetch the helping hand. 
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« O! would to Heaven th' alternative were mine, 


Has o'cr my head his radient journey run, ; 
« T ſhall be robb'd, by what they JUSTICE call, 
% By legal ruffians, of my little all: | 
«© Driv'n out to hunger, nak edneſs and grief, 3 
& Without one pitying hand to bring relief. 


„ Come, baniſhment. I will no more refuſe, 


& Go where I may, nor billows, rocks, nor wind, 
« Can add of horror to my tortur d mind, 


"7 Ol what or I may be thrown ; 
& No lord can uſe me harder than my own ; 
« Even they who tear the limbs and drink the gore, 


& For thee, inſatiate chief! whoſe ruthleſs hand, 
% For ever drives me from my native land: 
& For thee | leave no greater curſe behind, 
„% "Than the fell bodings of a guilty mind; 
« Or what were harder to a ſoul like thine, 
& To find from avarice thy wealth decline. 


« For you my friends, and neighhours, of the vale, 
& Who How with kindly tears my fate bewail, 
« Soon may our king, whoſe breaft paternal glows, 
% With tendereſt feelings. for his peoples woes, 
% Soon may the rulers of this mighty land. 


(7) 
Elſe ſoon, too ſoon, your hapleſs fate ſhall be 
Like me to ſuffer, to depart like me. 


On your dear native land from whence I part, 
Reſt the beſt bleſſing of a broken heart, 

If ia ſome future hour, the foe ſhould land 

His hoſtile legions on Britannia's ſtrand, 

May ihe not then th* alarum ſound in vain, 

Nor miſs her baniſhed thouſands on the plain. 


« Feed on my herp; for though depriv'd of me, 
My crvel ſocs ſhall your proteQors be, 

For their own fakes, (hall pen your ſicaggliog flocks, 
And fave your lambkius from the rav'ning fox. © 


« Feed on my goats, another now ſhall drain, 
Your ſtreams that he. I diſeaſe and ſoften pain; ; 
No frreams alas! can ever ever flow, | 
To beal your maſter's heart, or ſoothe his woe. 


« Veed on my flocks, ye harmle ſs people feed, 
The worſt that ye can ſuffer is to bleed. 

O! that the murderer's ſteel were all my fear! 
How fondly would I ſtay to periſh here— l 
But hark! my {ons loud call me from the vale, 
And lo! the veſſel fprezds her ſwelling (all, 
Ficewel! Farewel!“ — A while his hands he wrungy 
d o'er his crook in ſpcecliteſs forrow hung, 

hen caliing many a hng'ring lock behind, 

own the fleep muunaiu's brow began to uind. 


ODE TO LEVEN WATER. 


| ON Lever's banks, while free to rove, 
And tune the rural pipe to love, 
I envy'd not the happieſt ſwain 
That ever trode th' Arcadian plain. 

Pure ſtream ! in whoſe tranſparent wave 
My youthful limbs I wont to lave; 
No torrents ſtain thy limpid ſource, 
No rocks impede thy dimpliog courſe, 
That ſweetly warbles o'er its bed, 
With white, round, poliſh'd pebbles ſpread ; 
While, lightly pois'd the ſcaly brood 
la wyriads cleave thy cryſtal flood. 
The ſpringing trout, in ſpeckÞ'd pride; 
be ſalmon, monarch of the tide; 
+ The ruthleſs pike, intent on war; SES. 
The titer eel and mottled par 8 2 5 70 
Devolving from thy parent lake, 2 WEED Y 
A charming maze thy waters make, "Ia Yd 
By bowrs of birch, and groves of pine, +260 
| And hedges, flow'r'd with eglaotine. 

Still on thy banks, ſo gaily green, 
May num'rous berds and flocks he ſeen ; 
And laſſes, chanting o'er the pail; 
And ſhepherds, piping in the dale; 
And anticat faith, that knows no guile, 
And induſtry imbrown'd with toil; 
| + And hearts refolv'd, and hands prepar'd, 


{Doing they enjoy to cat 


- FINS. 


©. 4 Re <tr — * a 3 
* = g. * 2 52 — abu. - * g F 
| J's ou 2 0 5 * 2 1 n . | 


r we eee. YE I e 
* mY * * 4 2 y 1 "4 R £ 8 2 A on 2 — " - : X „ 7 * + | 1 _- L 5 * — 4 4 * . I 5% 


ALOWAY KIRK; 


TAM O' SHANTER. 


-A TALE. 


BAT 


ROBERT BURNS, —— 


THE AYRSHIRE Bae; | 


* Whac'er this tale o' truth ſhall read, 
* Ik man and mother's ſon tak heed : 
* Whanc'er to Drink you are inclin'd, 
* Or Cutty Sarks rin in your mind. 


* Thiak —ye may boy the joys o'er dear; 
* Remember Tax o SHANTER'S Maze.” 


+ 4+ . 5 :, 
+ +F 
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* 


2» TAM O SHANTER. 


3 
Wu cbapman billics leave the ſtreet, 
And drouthy neebors, neebors meet, 

As market days ate wearing late, 

And folk begin to tak the gate; 

| While we fit bouſing at the nappy, 

| | And getting fou and unco happy, 

= - | We think na on the lang Scots miles, 
The moſſes, waters, flaps and tiles, 
That lie between us and our hame, 
Woare fits our ſulky, ſullen dame, 
Gathering her brows like gathering ſtorm, 
Nurſing her wrath to keep it warm 


2 This truth fand honeſt Tam o' SuanTER, 

As he ſrae Ayr ae night did canter ; 

_ (Auld Ayr, wham ne'er.a town ſurpaſſes, 
For honeſt men and bonny laſſes.) 


4 
* 


0 Tau! hadft thou but been ſac wiſe, 
As ta'en thy ain wiſe Karz's advice! 
* She tauld thre weel thou was a ſkellum, 
A blethering, bluſtering, drunken bellum; 
That frac November till October, | 
Ae market-day thou was na ſoher ; 
That itks melder, wi' the Miller. 
Thou fat as lang as thou bad fillery.”.. 7 
— That every naig was ca'd a ſhoe on, 2 
Tue Smith and thee zet toaring ſou on 


*T 


* 


3 | 
at, at the Laird's Houſe, even on Sunday, | ; 
zou drank wi” Kirkton Jean t till . | 
e propheſied that, late or ſob. | We 
zou wad be ſound Lene drawn's he aces — "% 
catch'd wi' warlocks in the mirk, So 
ALowar's auld haunted kirk, — 


Ah, gentle dames! it gars me greet, 
> think how mony counſels ſweet, 
o mony lengthen'd, ſage advices, 
ze huſband frac the wife deſpiſes ! 


But to our Tale: Ae market night, 

u had got planted unco right; 

ſt by an ingle, bleezing fipely, 

' reaming ſwats, that drank divinely ; 
nd, at his elbow, Souter Joanny, , 

3s antient, truſty, drouthy crony ; 

u lo'ed bim like a vera brither, 2 > 
ey had been ſou hale weeks thegither ;— 9 8 2 


e night drave on wi' ſangs and clattes, . 

id aye the ale was growing better: uy 

e Landlady and Tau grew gracious, KG 4 

' favours, ſecret, ſweet, and precious; 4 

e Souter tauld his queereſt ſtories, | - "78 

ae Landlord's laugh was ready chorus: $657 

e ſtorm without might rair and ruſtle, os 

x didna mind the ſtorm à whiſtle COLE 

h 4" 3% 

Care, mad to ſee a man ſae happy. . 

en drowu'd himſel amang the nappy :; 1 - 
bees flee hame wi lades o treaſure, a x | —_— 
be minutes wing'd their way wi” pleaſure ? 

„ ay. be bleſt, but Ta was glorious . 

er a. * ills of life victorious ! bs 25 


But N are like poppies ſpread, - | * . 
ſcize the flower, its bloom is ed ]ĩ«ĩi k 8 


n. 


The hour approaches, Tau maun ride; 


A better never lifted leg, 


141 | 
Or, like the ſnow falls in the river, | 
A moment white—then melts for 8 
Or, like the borealis race, 
That flit ere you ean point the place; 
Or like the rainbow's lovely , 
Evaniſhiog amid the ſtorm.— 

Nae man can tether Time or Tide, 


That hour o' night's black arch the key - ſtane, 


That dreary hour he mounts his beaſt in, F 


And fic a night be taks the road in, 
As ne'er poor ſinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as twad blawn its laſt, 
The rattling ſhowers roſe on the blaſt, ' | 
The ſpeedy glearns the darkneſs ſwallow'd, | 


Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow'd: 


That night a cha might underſtand, 
The De'il bad buſineſs on his band,— 


Weel mounted on his gray mare, Mao, 


Tam ſkelpit on thro' dub and mire, 
Deſpifing wind, and rain aud fire; 
Whiles badding faſt bis gude blue bonnet; 


2 1 Whiles crooning o'er ſome auld Scots ſouuet; 
Wbile⸗ glowring round wi” prudent cares, 
- Leſt bogles catch him unawares ; 


Kiax-Alower was drawing nigh, t 
Whare ghaifts and houlets nightly cry. 


By this time he was croſs the ford, - 2 


Ware in the ſnaw, the chapman bse, 
And paſt the birks and meikle ſtave. 

- Whare drunken Crane brake's [ng 

0 And tkro* the whins, and by the cairn, * — 2 


Wpbare Res ſand the ure CH 3 
* 2 - 0 47 


C44 
od near the thorn, aboon the well, 
hare Muneo's Mither hang'd herſcl— _ 
>cfore him Doo pours all his floods ; : 
he doubling ſtorm roars thro' the woods ; 
he lightaings flaſh ſrom pole to pole; 
Near and more near the thunders roll; 
Whan, glimmering thro* the groaning trees, 
Kink-Alowar ſeem'd in a bleeze; | 
Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancing, | 
And loud reſounded mirth and dancing. 


* 1 
- 


Inſpiring bold Joann Baxitrconn, 
What dangers thou canſt make us 
Wi' Tipenay, we fear nac evil; 
Wi” Uſquabae, we'll face the Devil! 
The ſwats ſac ream'd in Tammiz's noddle, 
Fair play, he car'd na de'ils a boddle; 
But Macor ſtood right fair aſtoniſh'd, 
Till by the heel and hand admoniſh'd, 
"She ventur'd forward to the light, 
And, vow ! Tam ſaw an unco fight! 
Warlocks and witches in a dance, 
Nae cottilion, brent-new frac France, 
But hornpikes, jigs, ſtrathſpeys and recls, 
Put life and mettle in their heels. 
At winnock bunker, in the caſt, 
There ſat auld Nicx, in ſhape o'beaſt; 
A touzie tyke, black grim and large, 
To gie them muſic was his charge : MN 
He ſcrew'd the pipes, and gart them ſkirl, 
Till roof and rafters a“ did dirl— 
fins ſtood round like open preſſes, 


* 


That ma wd the Dead in their laſt OY 3 MY 
And (hy ſome deviliſh cantrip fight)” „ 


Each ia its cauld hand held a light 


—. pw WA * 

„ ; , Nl 4 v1 «+. * 

By which heroic Tam was able 1 
i 

. Li 


To note upon the haly table. 


: 6 78 
A murderer's banes in gibbet-airnu z 


Twa ſpan- long, wee; unchriſten d 1 
A thief, new eatted frac 4 Fapes 
Wi” his laſt gulp his g#t 1-44 a 


Five tomahawks; wi”. lud , 
Five ſcimitars, wi“ murder nl _ 
A garter, which 2 babe ha&FFangled, #4 
A knife a ſatber's throat bad3manglcd, 
Who his ain ſon of life bereft, 

The gray hairs yet ſtack to the belt; 

With mair o' horrible and awfſu' | 
Which <c'cen to name wad be unlawſu' ; 8 | 
Three lawyers tongues turn'd infide out, 

Wi' lies ſeem'd like a beggar's cloot ;; - 

And Pries bearts, rotten, black as much, 


Log finking, vile, in neck — 


As Taumie glowr'd, amaz'd and curious, 
The mirth and ſun grew ſaſt and furious: 
The Piper loud and louder blew ; 
The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 

They rect'd, they ſet, they croſs'd, they cleekit, 
Till itka Carlin ſwat and reekit, 
Aud cool her duddies to the wark, 
And ſiaket at it in her ſark! 


/ ccc 


* 


i Now, Tau, O Tan ! had they been denne. | 
A plump and ſtrapping in their teens; 
Their ſarke, inſtead o' creeſhie ſlanen, p 
Been ſnaw-white, ſeventeen-bundred linen] 
Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair. 
That ance were pluſh, o' gude blue hair, 
Ive nge gien them aff my bur dies, 
* bk 6: 1 burdies! 2 


» Bae ere helgaras, auld god drotl, 55 * 
3 e e 
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Louping and flinging on a — 0 
] wonder didna turn thy ſtomach.— | 


But Tam kend wt. at was what fu' braw 
There was ae winſome wench and a> 
That night enliſted in the core, 

(Lang »fter kend on Carrick ſhore; 

For mony a beaſt to dead ſhe ſhot, 

And periſh'd mony a bonny boat, 

And ſhook baith meikle corn and bear, 
And kept the country-fide in fear—) 
Her cutty ſark o Paiſley harn, 

That while a laſhe ſhe had worn, 

ln longitude tho? ſorely ſcanty, 

It was her beſt, and ſhe was vaunty.— 
Ah, little thought thy_reverend Grannie, 
That ſark ſhe coft for her wee Nannie, 
Wi' two pund Scots, ('twas a their riches) 
Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches! 


But here my Muſe her wing maun cour, 
Sic flights.are far beyond her powet; 
To fing how Nannie lap and flang, 

(A ſouple jade the was, and ſtrang) 

And how Tam ſtood like ane bewitebed, 
And thought his vera een enriched ; | | 
Even Satan glowr'd, and n fu' fain, | 
And hutch'd, and blew wi' might and main: 
Till firſt ae net yu anither— 

Tam loſt his reaſon a' thegither, | 
Then roar'd out—* Weel done, Catty Sark\/" 
Syne in an inſtant all grew dark; 

And ſearcely bad he Maggie rallied, 

Till out the belliſh legion anne 


* 


As bees biz out wi” angry R 3 
When Fwy he res 2 their n 


oo 


(8 ] 


As open puſſie s mortal foes 
When POP, ſhe ſtarts before their noſe ; 
As eager rins the market-croud, 


When“ Cateh the thiet !“ reſounts aloud ; 1 


80 Maggie rins, the witches follow, 
Wi' mony an eldriteh ſhout and holo.— 


In hell they'll roaſt thee like a berring | 
In vain thy Kar awaits thy coming! 
Kart ſoon will be a waeſu” woman!!! 
Now, do thy ſpeedy utmoſt Ma, 

And win the key-ſtane, o' the brig ; 
There at them thou thy tail may foſs, 
A running ſtream they dare na croſs; 
But ere the key-ftanc the could make, 
The fient a tail ſhe had ro ſhake ! 
For Nannie, far before the reſt © 
Hard upon Noble Maggie preſt, 


- And flew at Tau wi furious ettle, 
But little kend ſhe Maggie's mettie: 


Ae ſpring brought aff her Maſter hale, 
But left behind her ane gray tail; 


The Carlin claught her by the rump, 
Ana left poor Maggie ſcarce a — | 


e — read, 


Ii man and mother f fon tak beed : 


Whanter to Drint you art inclin'd, © 
Or Cutty Sarks rin in your mind, 
Thin ge may buy the joys ver dear ; 
Remember Tan o' SuanTEtr's Mare. 


Ah Tax! ab Tam! thou'll get thy fairing! 
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« The brave poor Soldier ne'cr deſpile, dl 
« Nor count him as a ſtranger; 2 — 3 £40 
„Remember, he's hie country's ſtay, * 
„In day and hour of danger. 2 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 
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The fall cuiag very pleaſing Song, adapted to the mer 
of one of our moſ{ favourite Scotiſh Airs, has no 
peared in any of the Editions Mx. Bux xs” Pi 


. bes, therefore, been hitherto much leſs las un 
ts merit entitled it to be. 


ebene. which it expreſſes muſt be congenial i 
very breaft that i not deflitute of feeling, and 
preſumed that thoſe whe are pleaſed with that Nat 
Simplicity, which is the prculiar chara&erif | 
_ Ceotifs Seng, canker. ur ch it wanting in that r 
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HEN wild war's deadly blaſt was blawa, 
d gentle peace returning, „ 
eyes again with pleaſure beamd. 
Wat had been blear'd with mourning ; & 
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1 My humble Gan a' my wealth, 
14 A poor but honeſt Soldier, 


III. 
A leal light heart beat in my breaſt, 
My hand unſtain'd wi” plunder ; 
And for fair Scotia, hame again, 
I cheery on did wander. 


NV. 
X 3 upon the banks o' Coil, 
I thought upon my Nancy, 
2 . upon her witching ſmile 
That caught my youthful fancy. 


3 Kia 
8s 
we 6 


- 8 0 1 1 


1 5 . length I reach'd the bonny glen, 
Where early life I ſported, 


73 paſt the mill, and tryſting thorn, 
Where — aft I courted. 


= et | i but 1 mine ain dear maid 
Don by her mother's dwelling ! 

| Avd turn't me round to hide the flood 
* in wry cen was W 2 255 Fo 


rr 
* ki 


1 
* | VII. 27 


alter d voice, quoth I, ſweet laſs,. 1 : 
Sweet as yon hawthorn bloſſom, 


happy. happy may he be, r 
rs deareſt to thy boſom. e ig 8 


purſe is light, Pre far to gang, 
ain wad I be thy lodger 

ſerv'd my King and country lang, 
ake pity on a Soldier, 5 


IX. 
wiſt fully ſhe gaz'd on me, 
nd lovelier gre than ever; 


v ſhe, a Soldier ance I lo'ed, 

orget him I-ſhall never: 

_—_ 

bumble cot, and bamely fare, 

e freely ſhall partake it, 
it gallant badge, the dear 

ere welcome for the ſake ot. 
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She ſank within mine arms, and cried, 


25 


n 
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XII. 

1 5 ty him who made yon fun and ſłky, 
By whom true love's regarded, 

AJ 'T am the man !—and thus may ſtill 
4 True lovers „ 
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w. wars are Oer, and I'm-come hame, 
And find thee ſtill true-hearted; 


m. poor in gear, we're rich in love, 
And mair, w ve nel er be parted. 
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Les the, my grandfire left me gowd, 
A mailin' pleniſh'd fairly; 


+ Come —_ faithful Lo had, 


3 — . — 
d glory is the Soldier's prize, | * 
=. The Soldier's wealth is honour ; : 


4 25 2 >. wn * 4 7 
. = * * 
r 1 
* — - Lt; 
64Y:. { * 
LY > * 
- 
** 
. 
4 . 
q 1 4 


Art thou mine ain deat Willie ? 7 


ne the * 
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XVI. 
brave poor Soldier ne er deſpiſe, 1 


for count him as a ſtranger; 12 21% 1 
ember, he's his country's ſta. 
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X ſome rude fragment of the rocky ſhores 

here, on the fractut'd cliff, the villowsbieaks 

:uſing, my ſolitary feat | take, © ER 
aſten to bt ſolemn roar. 


| winds rempettrous kawll 
The ſcreaming ſea· bird quite the tous t 
ut the wild gloomy t feere e 765 
ſults the mou . of my ſouls; : 
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| "— 
Already ſhipwreck'd by the ſtorms of fate, 
Ic the poor Mariner methinks I ſtand, 
AY Caſt on a rock; who ſees the diſtant land 
© From whence no ſuccour comes—or comes too 
Faint and more faint, ate heard his feeble cri 
Till in the riſing tide, the exhauſted ſufferer di 


 BAWNEY THE TINKER AND THE PEER. 
2 AN EPIGRAM. 
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: Paſt'd Sawney with his n 3 
e Peer was in Car of State, £7”, 
L 72 — The Tinker fore d to trudge ii. 


o 4 0 


But Sawney well deſerves the praiſe. | 
i Lordſbip does parade for; 
"Be debor for is ei 1 92 f 
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We dream in ci, but in Walked ble, 
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Brfore I married Meg, Tu ur my aith, | 

Her tongue * Was never louder than ber breath i 
But now it's turn'd fſae fouple and ſac baald + 
That Job aide hls the fan 


2 * F * 4 , F 3 L * . 


. WATT V AND MEG. 


2 


12 


WAR 2. 


| I. 
Keen the froſty winds war blawiry, 
Deep the ſna' had wreath'd the ploughs, 
Watty, wearyt a' day fawin' , 
Daunert down to Mungo Bluc's. 
„ H 
Dryſter Jock was ſitting cracky, 
WY Pate 'Tamfon o' the Hill, 
Come awa?,” quo' Johnny, © Watty! 
„ Haith we'ſe ba'e anither gill.” 
It, 
Watty, gad to ſee Jock "FSR 
And fae mony nei ours roun', 
Kieket frac his ſhoon the ſna' ba's, 
Syne ayont the fire ſat down. 


1 - 
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Frere 2 poor d, we bannocks heapet: 
- Cheeſe, an' ftoups, an” glaſſes ſtood; 
Some war roarin', ithers ſſcepet, 
hers quietly chewt their cude. 
"ot. | V. 
r was ſcllin” Pate ſome tallow, 
the reſt a racket bel', 


* but Watty, wha, poor A 1 I 
| AG Tp by bias, 255 

7 2 eee 
Kongo nnd him up a toothfu. , = 


Drank bis health and Meg's,it ane 
a Karr. puſfu' out a moutkfu', us 8 i by 
"TE hingt wi” a rene) kane. tj 5 Fon 5 


425 
FK. 
« hat- s the matter, Watty, wi' you? 
« Trouth your chaits arc {a'ing in! 
« Something's rang I'm vext to {ce you 
+ Gudeſake! but ye're deſp'rate thin !” 
VII. 
« Aye,” quo* Watty, © things arc alter d, 
« But its paſt redemption now, 
« 0! | with 1 had beea balter'd 
„When I marry'd Maggy Howe! 
3 IX. 
ve been poor, and vext, and raggy. 
« Try'd wi” troubles no that ima”; 
© Them I bore—but marrying Maggy — » 
« Laid the cape-ſtane o/ them a. 
* Night and day ſhe's ever yelpin', 
« Wi” the weans the ne'er can gree ; 
4 Whan the's tir'd wi' perfe@'fkeipin”, - ©; : 
'« Then ſhe flees like Gre on me. 2 2 
4. e 
See ye, Mungo! when the'll claſh e n 
„Wi' her everlaſting elack, r 
* Whiles V've had my neive, in paſſian, 
* Liſtet up to break her back! ! 


XII, r 
© 0! for gudeſake, keep ſrac cuſfets * 
Mungo ſhook his bead and ſaid, | 2 2 
* Weel ] ken what ſort o' life it's; = | 
* Ken ye, Watty, how 1 did? ere $6085 
„ 


* Aſter Be ſe and I war kippl c. 
Soon ſhe grew like ony bear. 

' Brak' ray fains, and, when l tipphd, * 

Hatt a out my very harr?! 


y 7%... OO Ry: "x 5 * 
«For 2 re quietly kunckl' d. 12 
Bot wha nacthing would prevail, 5 
5 43 1 88 4 7 : ” 
. 22 4 2 8 2 2 


| (445) : 
: Vp my claes and caſh Iuuekl'd, 
7; n a 


„ Then her din grew leſs and Jeſs ay, 
, Haith I gart her change her tune ; 
Nu a better wiſe than Beſſy 
Never ſtept io leather. * 
n 
Try this, Wannen ye ſee her 
* Ragin' like a roarinꝰ flood, | 
* Swear that moment that ©W lea” her; 
© That's the way to keep ber gude.! 
XVII. 
Laughing. ſangs, and lafſes' (kirls, 
Echo'd now out thro' the roof: 
Dower ! quo' Pate, and ſyne his arles 
Nail'd the wt cov fo vauket lool. 
XVII. 
I the thrang o' ſtories telling, 
Shaking han's, an' jokiog queer, 
Swith! a chap comes on the ballan, 
« Mungo! is our Watty here?“ 
"KAT + | 
3 Maggy's vided Lent tongue and Wo 
"==> -Darrtet thro' him like a knife, 
8 Up the door ſſcwC—like a ſury, 
5 5 5 | In came 3 fern wife 
8 XX. 

* Nagy. ö welngt: 
oO ye fnuffy drucken ſow! 
1 „ Bringis” wiſe an' weans to ruin, 
, | Drinkin' here wi? fic a n. 

« Devil nor l war Wb 3 

- + Sic a life nac fleſh endure: - 

Toilin' like a flave, to ken 5 
# You, * ern your bote 1 


v „ 


bd - 
- 


3 
"IX. 
* 


7 - 


(5) 
XXII. 
viſe! ye drucken beaſt o Bethel! 
_ your night and day's defire ; 
e, this precious hour | or faith I'll 
2 ing your whiſky i' the fire!” 
XXIII. 
atty heard her tongue unhallowt, 
pay 'd his groat wi little din, 
{ the houſe, while Maggy tallowt, 
Flyting a' the road behia'. TE: | 
XXIV. — 
wk [rae every door eam lampia', | 
Maggy curſt them ane and a“, 
2ppet wi' her han's, aud ſtampin', 20 5+" 
Loſt her bauchels i' the ſua'. . 


XXV. „ „ : 
ame, at length, the mu the gavel,. | 4 
Wi' a face as white's a clout, <3 — A 
gin' like a very devil, | 8 | 2 2 


Kickin' tools and chairs about. 
8 XXVi. 

Ye'il fit wi? your limmers round you! 

klang you, Sir! ll be your death! 

Lit:ile hands my ban's, conſound you! 

gut I cleave you to the teet bp. 

XXVII. 

| ay, wha midft his orat ion 

Ey'd her whiles, but durſtna” ſpeak, 

t lice patient Refigoation 

Treas” Hog by the ingle cheek. | 
4 XXVII. 

ad his ns broſe he ſippet, 

Maggy's tongue gaed like a bell, La 

vietly-ro-his bed he ſlippet, 4 2 

Sh" af en to himſel'. | +, 
4 XXIX. | 3 

Nine are free ſrac ſome verxation, - 

er dard ills to Gang: 


be » wi * * 
a N * . 
D F 


1 
« But thro' a' the hale creation 
« Is a mortal vert like me?” 
XXX. 
A' night lang he rowt and gauntet, 
Sleep or reſt he cou dna tak“; 
Maggy, aft wi' horror hauntet, 
Mumlin', ſtartet at his back. 
XXXI. 
Soon as c'er the morning peepet, 
Up raiſe Watty, waefu' chiel, 
Kiſs'd his weanies while they ſleepet, 
Wakent Meg, and fought ſarewecl. 
XXXII. 
Farewecl, Meg !—And, O! may Heav'n 
* Keep you ay within his care : 
* Watty's heart ye've lang been grievin', 
% Now bei] never faſh you mair. 
XXXIII. 
* Happy could I been beſide you, 
Happy baith at morn and e ent 
*K A' the ills did e'er betide you, 
« Watty ay, turn'd out your irien', 
„ IXI. 
* But ye ever like to ſee me 
„ Vert and fighin' late and air. 
M Fareweel, Meg ! I've ſworn to ag thee, . 
A "Ow thou'll never ſee me mair,” 
| KXXYV, 
Meg a  ſabbin”, ſae to loſe him, 
Sic a change had never wiſt, 
Held his han' cloſe to her boſom, 
While her heart was like to bruſt. 
XXXVI. 
3 0. my Watty ! will ye lea' me, 
- © Frieu'leſs, helpleſs, to deſpair! 
* Ol] for this ac time forgi'e me: 
Never will l vex vou, mair,” - = f 


AE A 
- 


(#9 3 


| XXXVIL 
Aye! ye've aft ſaid that, and broken 
« A' your vows ten times a-week. 
No, 90 Meg! See !—there's a token 
„ Glitt'ring on my bonnet cheek, 

XXXVHI. 

Owre the feas I march this morning, 
« Liſtet, teſtet, ſworn an' a', 
Forc'd by your confounded girning; 


6 Fareweel, Meg! for Pm awa'.“ 


XXXIX. 
hen poor Maggy's tears and elamour 
Guſht afreſh, and louder grew, 
hile the weaus, wt!” mournfu' yaumer, 
Round their ſabbin* mother flew. 
XL. | | - 4 
Thro' the yirth PR wauner wi? ou | — 
« Stay, O Watty | ſtay at hame. 
Here, upy* my knees, Fl} gie you 
+ Ony vow'ye Hike to name. 
XLI. N 
Sce your poor young lammies pleadin' ; 
Will ye gang an' break our heart! 
No a houſe to put our head in! 1 7 
« No a fries" to take our part.“ 4 
XLII. 


ca word came like a bullet; 
Watty's heart begoud to Sake 3 ; 


a a kit he laid his wallet, - g 
Dightet baith bis cen and ſpake. 
XLII. 

If avce mair J cond by writing 
* Lea” the ſogets and ſtay ſtili, 

Wal you ſwear to drap your flyting?“ | 

„ves, O Watty4 yes, I will.” ; 4 

mes 15 A "in | 

Then,” que“ Watty, mind, be boneſt: : . 
" A7 to keep your temper ſtrive ; r 


ES 7 
© Gin ye break this dreadfu* promiſe, 
« Never mair expect to thrive. 
XLV. 
@ Marget Howe! this hour ye ſolemn 
(I Swear by every thing that's gude, 
& Ne'er again your fponſe to ſcawl him, 
„ While life warms your heart and t 
XLVI. 
* That yell neer in Mungo's ſeek me, 
Ne er put draalea to my name 
Never out at e' ening ſteck me 
Never gloom whan I come hame : 
: XLVII. 
« That ye' H nc er, Hike Beſſy Miller, 
Kick my ſhins, or rug my hair— 
& Laſtly, Ti to keep the filler. 
Tunis upo* your faul y 
XLVII. 
„1 0--h!” quo Meg. Awe, quo Wat 
« Fareweel ! faith Fll try the ſeas. 
0 fan” ſtill,“ quo“ Meg, and grat ay; 
* Oay,—ony way ye pleaſe,” + 
XLFX. 
Maggy fyar, becauſe be preft her, 
Swore to a ting owre again: 
Watty lap, and danc'd, and kiſs'd her; 
Wow! but he was won'rous fain, 
a a * 1 2 
Down he threw his flaff victorious; 
Aff gaed bonnet, claes, and ſhoon; 
Svnc ancath the blankets, glorious? 
Held anither A 
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[ The following Tale was recited by the Author, o 


Diffdence, or ile Allurements of Pleaſure, the 
ra to Progreſs in Knowledge.“ 


* 
4 * — + — 1 S 7X - 


RAB AND RINGAN. 


# TM L z. 
—— — T 
INTRODUCTION. 


Hz but its awfa* like to rife up here, 
Whar fic a ſight o' learnt fouks pows appear! 
Sac mony piercing een a' fixt on ane, 

Is maiſt enough to freeze me to a ſtane! 
But its ae mercy, mony thanks to ſate, 
Pedlars arc for, but unco ſcldom blate, 


> 7 | ' {Speaking to the Preſedent. ] 


And meikle, weel-a-wat's been ſaid abont ſt: 
Chiels, that preciſely to the point can ſpeak, 
And gallop o'er lang blauds of kittle Greek, 
Hae ſent frac ijka fide their ſharp opinion, 

And pecl'd it up as ane wad peel an ingon, 


{THe queſtion bad been Halen ts on both fedes beſord 


Tale was recited, which Was the Taft Po 
2 on | the 2 6 „l 


5 a 
Cl es E23 = _ *. 
4 


2 
* 
bs. 


Pantheon, ia a Debate on the Pucſtion, * Whethe 


This queſtion, Sir, has been right weel diſputt 


"> 


1 


vinna plague ye lang wi' my poor ſpale, 

pt only crave your patience to @ Tale: 

which ye'll ken on whatna fide I'm ſtinnia”, 
s I perceive your hin minute rinnin'. 


THE TALE. 4 


There liv'd in Fife, an auld, ſtout, warldly chiel, 
ha's ſtomach kend nae fare but wil and meal; 
wife be had, I think they ca'd her BSI, 

nd twa big ſons, amaiſt as heigh's himſcl', . + 
3, was @ gleg, ſmart cock, ui pouthert paſs, . 
x, a ſow, feart, baſofu" fumple baſs, _ 


Baith — the College gaed. At firſt, (pruce Raz, 
| Greek and Latin, grew a very dab: 

beat a' roun' about him, fair and clean, -  / 
nd itk ane courted him to be their frien ; 
:e houſe to houſe they harl'd him to dinner, 
t curſt poor RincAn for a bumdrum finger, - | 


vw 


Ras tauked now in fic a loſty firain, 

tho' braid Scotland bad been a' his ain, 
cad the Kirk the Church, the TYirth the Glals, 
d chang' d his name forſooth, frac R to Bos, 
hare' er ye met him, flouriſhiog bis rung, 

e hale diſcourſe was murder d wi! his gur. 
friends and ſaes wi impudence he ſet, -- : 
d ramm'd his noſe in ev'ry thing he mer. 


pte 


1 * 
4 . + A 7 


he College now, to Raz grew douf and dull, 3 5 5 
ſcorn d wi books to upiſy bis ſkull;z 2 
t whirl'd to Play: and Balls, and fic like ere | 

d roat d awa at Fairs and Kinire R 1 


* - 9 7 * 9 2 A 
* . " 4 — * 
* — 


= 


Sent hame for filler frac bis mither Bett, 
And caft a horſe, and rade a race himſel'; 
Prank night and day, and fyne when mortal 
Row'd on the floor, and ſnor'd like ony ſow; 
Loſt a' his ſiller wi! ſome gambling ſparks, 
And pawn'd for pubeh, his Bible and bis (ark 
Till, driven at laſt to own he had enough, 
Gaed bame 4 rays, to baud bis Father's pleugb. 


Poor bum-drum RIx SAN, play'd anither pin; 
For Rix AN wanted neither wit nor att ; 
Of mony a ſar-aff place he kend the gate: 
Was deep, deep learn d, but un co, unco att, 
. He kend how mony mile tas to the moon, 
. WF | How mony rale wad la ve the oceau toom; 
3 Whare 2 the ſwallows yaed in time of ſnaw; 
What pars the thunder roar, and tempeſt bla 
Whare lumps o' filler grow aneath the grun; 
How a' this yirth rows round about the fon; 
Jo ſhort, on boots ſac meikle time he ſpent, 
Ve cou'dna' ſpeak o ought, but RIndax ken 


K meikle Jcarning, with fac little pride, 
goon gain'd the luve of 4 the kintra fide, 
And Death, at that time, happ'ning to nip af 

; The pariſh winifler—o Poor dull c /, ä 
Rican was ſought he cou*dna ſay them 611 
And there he's preaching at this vera day. 


MORAL. 


ow: Mr. Purstxr, I think it 's plain, 
That youthfu! diffdence is certain gain. + 
loſiead of blocking up the road togknowledgy 
I guides, alike, in Commerce or at College; 


1 


ro22lcs, the burſts of paſſion to contraul, 
eds «ll the finer feelings of the ſoul; 

hes the deep: laid ſlratagems of guile, 

d gives even iunocence @ favegter ſmile; 
nobics all the lictl- worth we have, 

pd ſhields our virtue even to the grave. 


How vaſt, the diff rence then, between the twain! 
ce pleaſure ever 1s purſu'd by pain. 

arent a Syren, with inviting arms, 

rect is her voice, and pow'rful are her charms; 
r'd by her call, we tread her flow'ry ground, 
wings our ſteps, and Muſia warbles round; 
ld in her arms, we loſe the flying hours, 

ad lie emboſom d midſt her blooming bow'rs, 
ill-arm'd with death, ſhe watches our , 


, while ſhe fern and triumphs i in our . 


£3/Þ or ZAB AND RINGAN, 


WA CATS and the CHEES 


A TALE, 


L is @ draw-well unco deep, 
$102 ; * 2 Wjthcut a im, fouk out to keep, 
| * Whon drunk—a donnart chiel may dreef 
* Fu fleely in, 
10 But finds the gate baith ſtay and ſtee p 
1 Fre out be zuin. 
FERGUSON, 


Fo. Cats anes on a cheeſe did light, 
To which baith had an equal right: 
But diſputes, ſuch as aſt ariſe, 


Fell out, in a ſharing of the prize. 
"= 


Fair 1 aid ane, ye bite o'er thick, 
Thae teeth of yours gang wond'rous quick; 5 
Lets part it, elſe, lang or the moon 2 
Be chang d the kebuck will be done, 


(5) 
t wha's td-do't?—They're parties bali, 
d ane may do the ither ſxaith. 


With joint conſent, awa they trudge, 
id laid the cheeſe before a Judge 3 

Monkey, wi” a campboch face, 

erk to a Juſtice o' the Peace; 

han he his maſter's chair had fill'd, 

judge he ſeem'd, in juſtice ſkilPd; 5 
nd umpire choſen; ſor diviſion, Sf 
ith ſware to ſtand by his decifion. - 


Demute he luokg—the cheefe he pales < 
<<c5—fin's it gude—ca's for the feal:s; 

s knife whops throw't—in twa it fell; 

ne puts cach ha'f in either ſhell : 

lemnly ſays—“ We'lf weigh the caſe, 
And ſtrictęſt juſtice ſhall have place, 


Then, lifting up the ſcales, he fand 

ie tane bang up, the tither ſtand; 

ne out he took the heavieſt ha'f, 

id ate a knooſt o't quickly af, 446] 
4 try'd it ſyne,—it now prov'd light, 
riend cats, ſaid he, we'll do you right.” 


Then to the tither ha'f he fell, 

d laid till't teughly tooth and nail, 

i, weigh'd again, it lighteſt prov'd. 5 
e Judge, wha this ſweet proceſs lov'dg - 
| weight'd the caſe, and till ate on, 

| clients baith, were weary grown; 


dient:ng how the matter went, 
ied, 6+ Come, come, Sir, uc he baits content.” 


— 


. 


4 


e 
— — 3 1 . - % > 
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1 2 * 
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C4 3 


* Ye fools,” quoth he, “ Rut juſtice tod 
* Maun be content as well as you.” 


Thus grumbled they, thus he went on; 
Till 4aith the babyes were neer hand done. 
Poor Poufies now the daffin' ſaw, 

Of gawn for nignyer to the law; 
Aad begg'd the Judge; that he wad pleaſe. 


To give them the remaining cheeſe ; 


To this bis Worſhip grave; reply'd, 

« The dues of Court, maus firft br paid t 

t And juſtice pleas'd ; — What's to the fort 
Will ſcrimply do to clear your ſcore. 


That's our decreet—Gae hame and ww 


* And thank us ye be win af ſat cheap.” 
MORAL. 


Then, tho' at odds, wi' a* the wart, 
„ Amang ourſels we'll never quarrel, 
« Tho' diſcord gie a cankar'd ſoarl 
% To ſpoil our glee, 
„ As lang's there's pith into the barrel, 
| « We'll ini aud gree."” 
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{The following Tale was delivered at the Panilon, 
burgh, in a Debate on the Ducflion, * Whether u! 
appointment in Love, Im LIT IONS z 
to bear? 


THE 


LOSS O' THE PACK, 


FH 
i 1 
LS 
3 - 
F 

* 


A TRUE TALE. 


Uo - Recited in the Character of a Peor Ped!ar 7 


; = _ = \ 


 Booroarns I hate, quo” girning Maggy Pri 
Sync barl'd Watty, greeting, thro' the ingle. 
Since this fell queſtion ſeems ſac lang to hinge 
| In twa-three words {lt gie ye my opinion. 


T wha ſand here, in this bare ſeoury coat, 
Was ance 4 Packman, wordy mony a groat: 
I've carried packs as big“ four meikle table; 
I've ſearted pats, and flcepet in à ſtable: 
Sax pounds 1 vadna for my e ance talen, 
AwEt . bauldly brag twas a' mine aid, 


— 


s — 
+ S- 4 8 


( $:3 


Aye! thae war days indeed, that gart me hope, 
blins, thro* time, to warſſe up a ſhop: | 

d 25 a wife ay in my noddle ran, 

d my Kate wad grapple at me than. 

Kate was paſt compare! tie cheeks! fic een! 
ſmiling looks l- were aever, never ſeen. 

ar, dear | lo'ed her, and whane'er we met, 
aded to have the bridal-day bur ſet : 

2pped her pouches fu* of preens and laces, 

d thought myſel' weel paid wi” twa-three kiſſes, 
t ſtill ſhe put it aff frae day to day, = 
1d aften kindly in my lug wad ſay, 3 

e balf-year langer's no hae vneo ſtop, 1 | 
We'll marry than, and ſyne ſet up a chop.“ * 


« F 


) Sir, but laſſes words are ſaſt and fair! 

ey ſoath our grieſs, and baniſh ilka care: 4 
ha wadna toil to pleaſe the laſs he lo 9 
lover true, minds th in a* he does. + gs 1 2 . 
ding her mind was thus ſae firmly bent, ed 
id that I cou'dna get her to relent, OY 
ere was nought ſeft, but quictly to reſign, ths 
leere my pack for ae lang bard campaign : 

d, as the Highlands was the place for meat,” b 
catur'd there in ſpite of wind and Wars * 


_ 


* 


= 
= 


auld now the Winter blew, and deep the ſna" 
three bale days, inceſſantly did fa"; - 

rin 2 muir, amang the whirling drift, WW: 
r nought was ſeen but mountains and "A. 2 


t my road, and wander d mony a mile 
wens wi” RR; 4 _ fright, aud fol. 


_— „ ; 


4 
4 


141] 


Thus wand ring, caſt or weſt, I kend na* where, 
My mind o'ercome wi' gloom and black e 
Wia ſcll ringe, I plung'd at ance, forſooth, 
Down thro". a wreath o' ina w, up to my mouth, 
Clean o'er my bead my precious wallet flew, 

But whar is gad, Lord lens, I never hnew { 


What great misfortunes arepour d down on (c 
I thought my ſearſu' bhinderen' was come! 
Wi' grief and ſorrow was my ſaul o'crcaſt, 
Ht breath I drew was like to be my laſt; 
For ay the mair I war{l'd roun' and roun'” 
1 fand myſel' ay ſtick the deeper down; 
Till aace, at length, wi' ae prodigious pull 
I drew my poor cauld carcaſe frac the hole. 


Lang. lang, I ſought and graped for my pack 
Till night, and hunger forc'd me to come back. 
For three lang hours | wander'd up and down, 
Till chance, at laſt, convey'd me to à town ; 

There, wi'a teexetling hand, Il wrote my Kate 
A ſad account of a' my luckleſs ſate; 
But bade her ay be kind, aud no deſpair, 
Since life was Icſt, I ſoon wad gather mair; 
Wi' whilk, | bop'd, within a towmond's date 
To be at att and _— it a wi Kate. 


Fool W i was, 3 little did 1 thiok 
That love wad ſoon be laſt for fa't o. ink. 
The loſs of ſair won wealth, tho* hard to bear, 
Afore this ner had pow'r to force a tear. 
I truſted time wad bring things round again, 
Aud Kate, dear Kate! wad then be a mine 1 


"$3 


d my mind in hopes o' better luck, 
o! what ſad reverſe ! bow thunterfiruch ! 
dan ae black day brought word frac Rab my 
th drither, | 
at Kate wich pod monte on anither / 


ho' a* my friends, and itka comrade + Rock, 
ance, had drapped caujd dead at my fect ; 
tho! I'd heard the laſt day's dreadſu' ca', 

c deeper horror o'er my heart cou'd fa” ; 

urid myſer, I curs'd mv lucklefs fate, 

/ 7rat—and ſabbing wit Kae, O Kue! 

Frae that day forth—T's never mair did weel, 

: drank, and ran beadformoſt to the deel. 

1 flier vaniſh'd; far frac bamel pin'd; 
ca: Kate, for ever ran acroſs my mind. 
„ were a“ ney boper,—theſe boper wneve vain, 

u, d cow—-1V'11 never ſee her like n. 


© WH Twas e Peale that gart me ſtart, 
' meikle grief and ſorrow at my heart, 
gie my vote, frac ſad experience, here, 
at diſappainted loot is war 50 bar | $ 


: thau/and timer, than toſs of warld's gear. 


' COME UNDER MY PLAIN 


| AN ORIGINAL | 
$COTS SONG, 
Bare 
* 55 , - 


* Cong aader my plaidy, the night's gaun to 

Come in frac the cauld blaſt, the drift, and 

3 : k | ſnaw 5 

C l my plaidy; and lie down beſide 

„There's room int dear laſſic! believe me, fort 
4 1 . +: 

* Come under =p  plaidy, ad lie 4 bete 
5 ru hap ye He ey'ry cauld blaſt that will bi 
* o come under my plaidy, aud lie down beſide 
5 4 There” room in't, dear laſſie! believe me, fort 

| F III. I | as” 
83 „da "wa wi” your plaidy! auld — 
© Fear na the cauld blaſt, the drift, nor g 
7 Gase wa wi” your plaidy! FH no lie deſide 38; 5 
Ve might be wy gutchard; uy bee 
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IV. f 
n g2un to meet Johnny, be's young and he's 
bonny z 
been at Meg's bridal, ton trig and fou brawl. 
there's nane dauce [ac lightly, fac gracgiu', (ae 
tightly, 
+ cheeks are like "oy, his brow? s like the 


ſhaw. 


V, WW. 
dear Mar30N let that flee ſtick ſaſt to the waz 
our Jock's but a gowk, and hes nacthing avaz- 
de bale o' bis pack, he has now on his back; 
:'s thretty, and I'm but LON and ta / 


. 
_ 


Vi. \ 
l frank now and kindly: PI butk you ay 1 


kt kirk or at market they'll nance gang fac bra'; | 
bein houſe to bide in, a chaiſe for to ride 1 in, 
lud flunkies to tend 3 as faſt as ye ex 


vit. , 1 
1 father's ay tell'd me, my mither aud 3“ RS 
ed mak* a gude huſband, and keep me ay bras 
true I lo'e Johnny, he's gude and he's bouny 
ur waes me! I ken he has ngrtbing ave 


X. * * 
* , * 7 
1 * 


vn. 2 8 
hae little tocher ? youve made a guide of, 
m now mair than /wenty; my time is but en, 2 
. bugs your plaidy; Ii ereep in befide ve,” 75 1 Oe 
e ern a than ner ard * „ 


* 7 — 


23 

| a 
She crap in 2yont bim, beſide the ſtane wa, 
Whar Johany was liſt'ning, and heard her tel 


The A/ was appointed, bis proud heart it de 
And ſtrack gainſt his fide as if burſting in tv; 


He wander'd hame weary, the night it was dre: 
And thowleſs, he tint his gate deep 'mang the it 
The howlet was ſercaming, while Johnny ei 
* Women | 
Wad marry the devil wad be keep them bi 
I e 5 
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XI. 
D the deel's in the lafſes! ſac fond to gang bi 
| They'll lie down wi” auld men o“ FOUR 5CORt 
„ nn 
Tue bale o this matridge, i gowd and a carriq 
ade Lyve is the cauldeſt blaſt d Irn can l 
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XII. 
Yet dotards be wary, tak' tent wha ye marry: 
Young wives in their coaches will whip and will 
Til they'll meet wi ſome Johavy, that's youl 
And warig 
And be'll gi'e ye horn on ilk baffi to clay! 
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4 CELEBRATED BALL Ally 


-. 


TRANSLATED FROM THE GER MAY, 


_ hb". 
OF BURGER. A dit. A 


AT break of day, with frightful dreams 


Lern ſtruggled ſore : : . 25 2 22 
PL 4 5 n 1 
or del then love no more? LT 3 
1 . WT 
He went abroad with Richard's hoſt,  —* „ 


The Paynim foes to quell; | 
but he no word to her had wrote, B CLIN 
If he were fick or well. ED * 
Vith ſound of trump, and beat of drum, 4 . 2 # Be 1 J 
His fellow-ſoldiers come; £ 
Their helms bedeck's with oaken boughs, x - 


They ſeck their long'd-for bom e. 
nd ev'ry road and ev'ry lane T 
Was full of old and young, e 

Lo gaze at the rejoicing band, | POTS © 
To bail with gladſome tongue. She 1 
Thank God?“ their wives and ebildren laid; * 72 5 A 
Welcome! the brides did fay : 9 3233 

greet dr Kiſs Lenora gave 1 2 


To one un that fey. 


: 


| (42 ) 
6 She 2ſt of all the paſſing train, 
For him ſhe wiſh'd to ſee : 
Eut none of all the paſſing train 
Could tell if lived he. 


7 And when the ſoldiers all were by, 
$he tore her raven hair, 
And caſt herſelf upon the ground 
In furious deſpair. 


8 Her mother ran and lift ber vp, 
And claſped in ber arm, 
« My child, my child, what doſt thou ailf 
God ſhield thy life from harm!“ 


9 © O mother, mother! William's gone! 
What's all befide to me ? 
There is no mercy, ſure, above 
All, all were ſpar'd but he!” 


Io “ Kneel down, thy paternoſter ſay, 
'Twill calm thy troubled ſp'rit : 
The Lord is wiſe, the Lord is good; 
What he hath done is right.” 


xx © O mother, mother! ſay not ſo; 

4 Moſt cruel is my fate : 
1 I pray'd, and pray'd ; but what avail'd ? 
n "Tis now, alas! too late.” 
1 12 © Our Heavenly Father, if we pray, 
1 Wal belp a ſuff' ring child : 
| Go take the holy ſacrament; 

80 hall thy grief grow mild.“ 


' 8 NH 153 0 mother, what I ſcel within, 
Nuo ſacrament can ſtay; 
No ſacrament can teach the dead 
| | To bear the fight of day.” 3 
_ 5 14 May be, among the heathen folk -. 


Thy William falſe doth prove, 
And puts away his faith and troth, 
And takes another love. 


FTA OO. 


ih 


Then wherefore ſorrow for his loſs ? 
Thy meaas are all in vain: 

And when his ſoul and body part, 
His falſehood brings him pain.“ 


O mother, mother! gone is gone: 
My hope is all forlorn; 
The grave my only ſafeguard ig 
O, had I nc'er been born! 


Go ont, go out, my lamp of life; 
In griſly darkneſs die: 
Thcre is no mercy, ſure, above! 
For ever let me die.“ 


© Almighty God! O do not judge 
My poor unhappy child ; 

She knows not what her lips —— 
Her anguiſh makes her wild, 


My girl, forget thine earthly woe, 
And think on God and bliſs; 

For ſo, at leaſt, (hall not thy foul 
Its heavenly bridegroom miſs.”” 


„O mother, mother! what is bliſs, 
And what the fiendis cell ? 

With him 'tis heaven any where, 
Without my William, hell. 


Go out, go out, my lamp of life ; 
In endleſs darkneſs die: | 
Without him I muſt loath the earth, 

Without him (corn the ſky.” 


And ſo deſpair did rave and rage 
Athwart her boiling veins; 

Againlt the Providence of Heaven 
She hutl'd her impious ſtrains, 


She beat ber breaſt, and wrung ber hands, 
And roll d her tearleſs eye, 
From riſe of morn, till the pale ſtars | 

Azain did freek the ky. 


_ 


14) 
24 When bark ! abroad ſhe heard _ tramp 


Of nimble-hooffed ſeed ; 0 
She heard a knight with clank alight, | 
And climb the ſtair in ſpeed. . 


25 And ſoon ſhe heard a tinkling hand, 
That twirled at the pin; 
And thro' her door, that open'd not, 
Theſe words were breathed in. 


26 © What ho! what ho! thy door undoe; 
| Art watching or afleep ? 
My love, doſt yet remember me, 
And doſt thoy laugh or weep ?” 


27 © Ah! William here ſolate at night! 
Oh! I have wateht and wak'd : 
Whence doſt thou come ? For thy return 
My heart hath ſorely ax'd.“ 


23 © At midnight only we may ride; 
I come o'er land and ſea ;- 
mounted late, but ſoon I go; 
Ariſe, and come with me.” 


8 


a9 O William, enter firſt my bow'r, 
And give me one embrace: 

The blaſts athwart the hawthorn hiſs; 

Await 2 little ſpace.” 


30 The blaſts athwart the hawthorn hiſs, 
I may net harbour here; 

My ſpur is ſharp, my courſer paws, 
My hour of flight is near. 


31 All as thou lieſt apon thy couch, 
Ariſe, and mount behind ; 

To-night uc ride a thouſand miles, 

The bridal bed to find.” 


32 % How, ride to-night a thonſand miles! 
ITby love thou doſt bemock : 
Eleven is the ſtroke that ſtill 
Rings on within the clock.“ 


SO 


„Look up; the noon is bright, and we 
Outſtride the cart ly men: 

take thec to the br. dal bed, 

And night ſhall end but tnen.“ 


« and where is, then, thy houſe and home ; + 
Aud where thy bridal bed?“ 

'Tis narrow, ſilent, chilly, dark; 

Far hence I reſt my bead.” 


« And is there any room for me, 
Wherein that I may creep ?” 

There's room enough for thee and me, 
Wherein that we may fleep, 


All as thou li'ſt upon thy couch, 

Ariſe, no longer ſtop; 

he wedding gueſts thy coming wait. > 
The chamber door is ope.“ 


All in her ſark, as there ſhe lay, 1 
Upon his horſe ſhe ſprung; | 
and with her lily hands ſo pale 
About her William clung. 


And hurry-ſkurry forth they go, * 
Uaheeding wet of dry; | 

und borſe and rider ſnort and blow, ö 
And ſparkling pebbles fly. F 


How ſwift the flood, the mead, the wood, 
Aright, ale't, are gone! | 
be bridges thunder as they paſs, - 
But earthly found is none. 


Tramp, tramp, acroſs the land they ſpeed; 
Spiath, ſplaſh, acroſs the fea: 

Hurrah? the dead can ride apace; 

Doſt ſear to ride with mc ? 


The moon is bright, and blue the night; 
Doſt quake the blaſt to ſtem ? 

Doſt hudder, maid, to ſcek the dead 22S! 1 
No, no, but what of them ? : 


- 
* 


— . 


8 * o 
3 


3.4, 
42 How glumly ſounds yon dirgy ſong ! 
Night-ravens flap the wing. 
What knell doth ſlowly toll ding-dong ? 
The pſaims of death who fing ? 


3 It creeps, the ſwarthy funeral train, 


The corſe is on the bier; 
Like croak of toads from lonely muirs, 
The chaunt doth meet the car,” 


44 © Go, bear her corſe when midnight's pal, 
With ſong, and tear, and wail; 
I've got my wiſe, | take her home, 


My hour of wedlock h ail. 
45 Lead forth, O clark, the chaunting quite, 
To ſwell our nuptial ſong : 


Come, prieſt, aud read the bleſſing ſoon; 
For. bed, for bed we long.” 


46 They heed his call, and huſh'd the ſound; 
The bier was {cen no more; 
And follow'd him o'er field and flood 
Yet faſter than before. 


47 Halloo! halloo! away they go, 
Unheeding wet or dry; 
And horſe and rider ſnort and blow, 
And ſparkling pebbles fly. 
43 How fwiſt the hill, how ſwift the dale, 
Aright, aleſt are gone! 
By hedge and tree, by thorp and town, 
They gallop, gallop on, 


49 Tramp, tramp, acroſs the land they ſpeed} 


Splaſh, ſplaſh, acroſs the ſca: 
« Hurrah ! the dead can ride pace; 
Doſt ſear to ride with me? 


30 Look up, look up, an airy crew 
In roundel daners reel : 
The moon is bright, and blue the eight, |; 
May'ſt dimly ſec them wheel. 


5 » 
v4 


N ; 
Come to, come to, ye ghoſtly crew, 
Come to, and follow me, 

and dance for us the wedding dance, 
When we in bed ſhall be.“ 


And bruſh, bruſh, bruſh, the ghoſtly crew 
Come wheeling o'er their heads, 

All ruſtling like the wither'd leaves 

That wide the wirlwind ſpreads. 


Halloo ! balloo! away they go, 
Unheeding wet or dry; 

and horſe and rider ſnort and blow, 
And ſparkling pebbles fly, 


And all that in the moonſhine lay, 

Behind them fled afar ; 

nd backward ſcudded overhead 

The {ky and every ſtar. 

Tramp, tramp, acroſs the land they ſpeed, 
Splaſh, ſplaſh, acroſs the fea ; 

* Hurrah! the dead can ride apace; 

Doſt ſear to ride with me? 


py — as 4 1 8 22 » _— — 


veen the cock prepares to crow; 
The ſand will ſoon be run: 
auff the early morning air; 
Down, down ! our work is done. 


The dead, the dead can ride apace; 4 
Our wed-bed here is fit: 

Our race is rode, our journey oer, | 
Our endleſs union knit“ * 


* 


And lo! an iron-grated gate 

Soon beckons to their view: | 

He crack'd his whip ; tte clanging bolts, 
The doors aſunder flew. 


They paſs, and *twas on graves they trod 
* 'Tis hither we are bound:“ | 
ad many a tombſtone ghoſtly white | | . 
Ley in the moonſhine round. | 


* 
2 9 * Y 
” LS * 


(8) 
. $60 And when he from his ſtced alight, 
His armour, biack as cinder, 
Did moulder, moulder all away, 
As were it made oi tinder. 


61 His head became a naked ſeull; 
No hair nor cen had he: 
His body grew a ſkeleton, 
Ere while fo blyth to ſee. 


62 And at his dry and bonuy heel 
No ſpur was leſt to be; 
And in his wither'd hand you might 
The ſcythe and hour-glaſs ſce. 


63 And lo! his ſteed did thin to ſmoke, 
And charnal fires outbreath; 
And pal'd, and bleach'd, then vaniſli'd quiz 
The maid from underneath. 
64 And hollow howlings hung in air, 
And ſhrieks from vaults aroſe. 
Then knew the maid ſhe might ao more 
Her living eyes incloſe. 


65 But onward to the judgment-ſcat, 
. Thro* miſt and moonlight drear, 
3 The ghoſtly crew their flight purſue, 
And hollow in her ear: 


$6 © Be patient ; the" thine heart foould treat, 
WE = Arraign not Heaven's decree ; 
4 Typen now art of thy body reft, 
enen bel” 
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THE ! 
488 OF FAIR WONE; 


PARSON's DAUGHTER BETRAYED. 


CELEBRATED BALLAD, 
TRANSLATED FAOM Tre GERMAN 


OF BURG 


« 7: there, in human form, that bears a Beart, 

A wretch ! à villain ! loft 10 love and truth? 

* That can, with ftuditd, fly, enſuaring art, 

% Betray ſwett JENNY's unſuſpefting youth Þ 

« Curſe on bis perjur d arts ! 8 
Are bondur, virtue, conſcience, all exil'd? 3 


* 1; there no pity, no relenting ruth, 
* Points to the parents fondling o'er their child ? 


* W dmaid,and their diftraBion witd!"" | 


Box s. 
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GLASGOW: 


PAIN TED FOR AND SOLD BY 


Braſh & Reid. ; 


TED the parſon's bower of yew 
Why ſtrays a troubled ſpright, 
That peaks and pines, and dimly ſhipes 
Thro' curtains of the night ? 
| II. 
1 Why kſteals along the pond of toads 
3 A gliding fire ſo blue, 
5 That lights 2 ſpot where grows no graſs, 
Where falls no rain nor dew? 
1 IH. 
8 . bs The par ſonꝰ 8 daughter once. was good, 
_ 35:0 And gentle as the dove, 
> FR Pr And young and fair,—and many came 
5 To win the damſcl's love. 
| 15" rs High — from che l, 
8 7 ; Beyond the winding ſtream, 
T - The windows of a ſtately houſe 


ii 


C la ſheen of evening gleam... - nyt, 

RED V. 8 

; There dwelt; in riot, rout, 5 by 

Mg ene A lord fo frank and free; 

148 _ Tbat oft, with inward j Joy of heart, 
. The maid bsbeld bis glee. 


* 


. 


VI. : 
Whether he met the dawning day, — 
In hunting trim ſo ine, | = 
Or tapers, ſparkling from his hall, ö - "om 
Beſhone the miduight wine. = 'S 
Vn. | 
He ſent the maid bis picture, gire 
With diamond, pearl, and gold; <1 
And ſilken- paper, ſweet with muſk, . 
This gent le meſſage told: 
.. | 
« Let go thy Tweethearts, one and all; | 
« Shalt thou be baſely woo'd, _ 
That worthy art to gain the heart + 3 
« Of youths of noble blood? 
© The tale I would to thee bewray, © FS 
in ſceret mult be ſaid: 


, 


— 9 owe oe 


At midnight hour I'll ſeek thy bower * 4 
0 Fair laſs, be not afraid, | 2 
X. | | _ 
K And when the amorous vightingale | BET 5 EO ky 
„gings ſweetly to his mate, ATE» Ns 2 
rn pipe wy quaikeall'from the gell!) 
„Be kind, nor make me wait.” "+, >> 2508 DE 7 
X1. LR 3 
in cap and mantle clad he came, © 33 9 
At night, with lonely tread wy © x 255 
Voſcen, and filent as a miſt, © 1 23 8 * . 
And huſh'd the dogs with breadd. | 
XIl. Wer N 
whe the anivroveightiogate 0 1 
og ſweetly to his mate, AR - V' 


the heard dis quai call is the field, 2 $4. 2 2 
And, ah ! ge'er made him wait. EXE . Me, Es 


11 
XIII. 
The words he whiſper'd were ſo ſoſt, 
They won her car and heart: 
How ſoon will ſhe, who loves, believe! 
How deep a lover's art | | 
XIV. 
No lure, no ſootbing guiſe, be ſpar'd, 
To baniſh virtuous ſhame; 
He cali'd on holy God above, 
As witneſs to his flame. 
XV. 
He claſp'd her to his breaſt, and ſwore 
Do be for ever true: 
O yield thee to my wiſhful * 
p 2 choice thou ſhalt not rue.” 
XVI. 
And while ſhe ſtrove, be drew her on, 
And led her to the bower 
So (till, fo dim and round about 
Sweet ſmelt the beans in flower, 
XVI. 
There beat her heart, aud heay'd her break, 
And plcaded every ſenſe: 
And there the glowing breath of luſt 
Did blaſt her innocence, 
XVIII. 
But when the fragrant beans began 
Their fallow blooms to ſhed, 
Her ſparkling eyes their luſtre loſt; 
Her chepk, i its roſes fled : 
3 XIX. 
And when ſhe law the pods increaſe, 
The ruddier cherries ſtain, © 
She ſelt her filken robe grow tight, 
Her waiſt new weight ſuſtain. 


1 


XX. 
od when the mowers went aficld, . 
The yellow corn to ted, 
ve felt her burden ſtir within, 
And ſhook with tender dread. 
XXI. | 
ad when the winds of autumn hiſt 
Along the ſtubble feld; 
hen could the damſeFs piteous plight 
No longer be conceal'd, 
XXII. 
ler fire, 2 harſh and angry man, 
With furious voice revil*d : 
Hence from my fight! PH none of thee 
© | Labour not thy child.“ 
| XXII. 
and faſt, amid her fluttering hair, 
With clenched ſiſt he gripes, 
nd ſeiz'd a leathern thong, and laſh'd 
Her ſide with ſounding ſtripes. 
XXIV. 
lily ſkin, ſo ſoft and white, 
He rihb'd with bloody wales; 
\od thruſt her out, tho“ black the night, - * 
Tho' fleet and ſtorm aſſails. | 
XXV, —_— 
p the harſh rock, on flinty paths, | "ts PTY J 
The maiden had to roam ; | 
dn tottering feet ſhe grop'd ber way, 
And ſought her lover's home. ot 
5 XXVI. P IS. 
A mother thou haſt made of me, . 712. 
4 Before thou mad'ſt a wiſe: i: 75 W 
Fot this, upon my tender breaſt, e 
* Theſe livid ſtripes are rife: 6.57 


3 


XXVII. 
RehOold. —And then, with bitter fobs, 
She ſunk upon the floor 


„Make good the evil thou haſt wrought, 
My injur'd name reſtore. 


XXVII. 


* Poor ſoul; PH have thee 0 and _ 
Thy tercors | lament. 


© Stay here; we'll have ſome further talk— 
C The old one ſhall repent 
XXIX. 
K ] have no time to reſt and wait; 
That faves not my good name: 
thou with honeſt ſoul haſt ſworn, 
« O leave me not to ſhame; 


XXX. 
“But at the holy altar be 


- 


„Our union fanifiedy +» 
« Before the people and the prieſt 
„Receive me for thy hride.“ 
\ | . 
VUnequal matches muſt not blot 
- © The honours of my line; 
Art thou of wealth or rank for me, 
© To harbour thee as mine? 


XXXI. 
What's fit and fair l' do for thee; 
8 shalt yet retain my love 


be * 4 4. 


"of Bm ? 


5 Shalt wed my huntſman—and we'll they, | 
Our former tranſports prove.” 


XXXII. 3 
Thy wicked ſovl, hard- hearted ma. 
May pangs in hell wait! 
. tere, ng ſuited for thy bride; - 


e eee 


E + 5 


XXXIV. 
Go, ſeek a ſpouſe of nobler blood, be? 
| Nor God's juſt judgments dread 
„ s ſhail, ere long. ſome baſe-born wretch 
« Defile thy marriage · bed. 
XXXV. 
4 Theo, traitor, ſeel how wretched they / 
| jn hopeleſs ſhame immerit; 
i. Then ſmite thy forebead on the wall, 
« While horrid curſes burſt, 
XXXVI. 
Roll thy dry eyes in wild deſpair 
« Unſooth'd thy grinning woe: 
Thro' thy pate temples fire the ball, | 
© And fink to Gends below.” P 
XXXVII. 
ollected, then, ſhe ſtarted up, 25 0 
And, thro' the hiſſing feet, | 
hro' thorn and brier, thro? flood and mire 
Sue ſled with bleeding feet... 
XXXVIn. 
Where now,” ſhe ery d, my gracious Gail f 
„What reſuge have I leſt ?”? 
ind reach'd the ER nay: 1.42 
Of hope in man bereft, _ 1 
xxxix. 
Da hand and foot the feebly erauꝰ d 
Beneath the bower unhleſt: 
here withering leaves n 
Prepar'd her wat nts 


here rending pains yo "OAT: Tr 
Aﬀail'd her ſhuddering frame; WE EL 
lad {ram her womb a lovely boy, * _ 5 +: EE 5 
With wail and weeping came. 1 


(8) 


8 XLI. 
Forth from her hair a ülver pin 
With haſty hand ſhe drew, 
And preſt againſt its tender heart, 
And the ſwect babe ſhe flew, 
| XII. 
Wheneer the act of blood was done, 
Her ſoul its guilt abhorr d: 
My Jefus! what has been my deed? 
Have mercy on me, Lord!“ 
XLIII. 
With bloody nails, beſide the pond, 
| SW Its ſhallow grave ſhe tore: 
. —— 3 There reſt in God; there ſhame and wat 


%" 


2 . " Thou can'ſt not ſuffer more: 
r XLIV. ; 

| 2 Me vengeance waits. My poor, poor < 

N « Thy wound ſhall bleed afreſh, 

© When ravens from the gallows tear 

4 « Thy mother's mould'ring fleſh,” 

. XLV. 
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„An by the bees her gibiber Randes 
4 Fler ſ&ull is ſtill to ſhow; 


It ſeems to eye the barren grave, 
Three ſpans in length below. 
| XLVI. 
9 | That ia dhe ſpot where grows no graſs; 
, 4 Where falls no rain or dew : 
| Whence ſteals along the pond of toads 
A n. fire ſo blue. 
XL VII. 
And nightly, when the ravens come, 
Her ghoſt is ſeen to glide; * F 
Ne. aud tries to quench the flame, 
8 pines the pool beſide. | 
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MONSIEUR TONSON 


5 I: 
THERE liv'd as Fame reports, in days of yore 
At leaſl ſome fifty years ago, or more, 

A pleaſant Wight on town, named Tou Kine 
A fellow that was clever at a joke, 
Expert in all the arts to teaze and ſmoke, 
In ſhort for ſtrokes of humour quite the bi 


II. . 
To many a jovial Club Tou Kino was known, 
With whom his active wit unrivall'd ſhone— 
Choice Spirit, grave Free Maſon, Buck and Blo 
Would crowd his Stories and Bon Mols to hear, 
And none a diſappointmeat e'er could fear, 


Tou's humour flow'd in ſuch a copious flood. 


III. 
To him a frolic was a high delight— _ 
A ſrolic Tou would hunt for day and nighty 
Careleſs how Prudence on the ſport might irc 
If era pleaſant, miſchief ſprang to view,, 
At once o'er hetlge and ditch away Fou few, 
Nor left the game till he had tun it do. 


E 


IV. 
night our Hero, rambling with a friend, 
A fami'd St. Giles's cbanc'd his courſe to bend, 
zf by that ſpot the Scven Dials hight j— 
Fas filence all around, clear was the coaſt, 
watch, as uſual, dozing on his poit, 
lud ſcarce a lamp diſplay'd a twinkling light, 


* 


V. 
und this place there liv'd the num'rous clans 
noncſt ploddiag, Foreign Artizans, 
(uon at that time by name of RETVOGTE— 
trod of Perſecution from their home 


ppel]'d the inoffenſive race to roam, 
ind here they ligbted, like a ſwarm of bees. 


Kind 


TH: 
u and his ſriend were ſaunt' ring thro” the ftree?, 
hopes ſome ſood for humour ſoon to mect, 
hen, in a window near, a light they view; 
though a dim and melancholy ray, 
tem d the prologue to ſome merry play. 
% tow'rds the gloomy dome our Hero drew. 


VII. | 
d at the door Tou gave a thund'ring knock, 
ie time we may ſuppoſe near two o'clock) 

ll aſk,” fays Kine, if Taomon: lodges 

here, 

none, crics t'other, A who the devil's he?“ 
bey loo, not,” KING replies, © but want tu ſec 
fron What kind of animal will now appear.'? 


et ſome time a little Frenchman came, 


a & 


band diſplay'd a ruſh-light”s tremblivg flames - - 
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(4) 
1 The other held the tbing they call culotte; 
An old firip'd woollen night-cap grac'd his he 
'F* A tatter'd waiſtcoat o'er one ſhoulder ſpread, 
Scaree half awake, be heav'd a yawning nc 


IX. 

Though thus untimely rous'd, he courteous 
And ſoon addreſs'd our Wag in accents mild, 
Bending his head politely to his knee— 

« Pray, Sarc, vat vant you, dat you come fo lat 
*I beg your pardon, Sare, to make you vait; 
( | * Pray, tell me, Sare, vat your commands 
FE me?” 


114 
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| R. 

« Sir,” reply'd Kino, *1 merely thought to k 
« As by your houſe I chanc'd to-night to go= 
„ But really, I diſturb'd your fleep, I fear 
15 1 1 ſay, I thought that you perhaps could tell, 
1 © Among the folks who in this ſtreet may dwel 
= « If there's a Mr. Tnonson lodges here 


N. 


XI. 

The ſhiv'ring Frenehmay, tho' not pleas'd to 

The buſineſs of this unimportant kind, 
Too ſimple to ſuſpect 'twas meant in jeer, 

0 Sbrug'd out a ſigh, that thus his reſt ſhould bre 
5h Then, with -unaltcr'd courteſy, he ſpake— 

Ro | "LM ts Sare ; no Monkeur Toxsox loges Jere, 


A ee re rn IP ear. 


| | XII. | 
OurWag beg d pardon, and tow'rds home he 
While the poor Frenchman crawl'd again th b 

But KING reſolv'd not thus to drop the ell 
60 the next night, with more of whim than gu 


a : a” 
k 
w $ 


1 
:n he made a viſit to the place, 

To break once more *he poor old Frenchman's 
reſt. ! 


e 

Is 

cad, 

$ 00k | 
XIII, 

u knock'd, — but waited longer than before, f 

s ſil, ſootſtep ſeem d approaching to the door; 

uld, Noar Frenchman lay in ſuch a fleep proſound 

a x, with the knocker, thunder'd then again, 

ſo lam on his poſt determin'd to remain; 

ait; and ofe, ee the door reſound. 

nds | 


XIV, , 
laſt Tow hears him o'er the paſſage creep, 
ond'ring what fiend again diſturb'd his fleep; - 
Ire Wag ſalutes him with a civil leer; 
us drawling out, to heighten the ſurprize, 
ſhile the poor Frenehman rubb'd his heavy eyes) 
there—a Mr. Tuonson—lodges here?“ ; 


XV. 

Frenchman faulter d, with a kind of ſright—= . 
y,Sare, I'm ſure, 1 tell you, Sare, laſt night—. _ 
(And here he labour'd with a ſigh ſincere) 
o Monſieur Tonxson in de varld 1 know, 
No Monſieur Toxsox here—l1 toll you ſo; 
Indeed, Sare, dere no 3 — Torten loges 

here.” 


xvi. Wo... 
ae more excuſes terider'd, off King goes, 55 
d the old Frenchman ſought once more 3 r 
The rogue next night purſu'd his odd career— - | 
«35 long indeed beſore the man came nigh, 

id then he utter'd, in a piteous cry, 


dre, pon my foul, no Monſicur Too here!” | 


he 
th be 
e yell; 
n 95 


EO J 
II. T7 
Our ſportive Wight his uſual viſit paid, 
And the next night came forth a prattling 
Whoſe tongue, indeed, than any jack went 
ter— 

Anxious the ſtrove Tom's errand to enquire; 

He ſaid, **T was vain her pretty tongue to tire, 

—_ FF her Malle 


— 4 


. XV. 

The Daniſcl then began in doleful ſtate, 

The Frenchman's broken ſlumbers to relate, 
And begg'd he'd call at proper time of day 

Ton told her, ſhe muſt fetch her Maſter dow, 

A chaiſe was ready—he was leaving Tows, 
But firſt had much of deep concern to ſay. 


XIX. 
| 2 Thus urg'd, The went the ſnoring man to call, 
1 And long, indeed, was ſhe oblig'd to bal, 
3 * Ere ſhe could rouſe the torpid lump of clay. 
= | At laſt he wakes—he riſes— and he ſwears, © 
= But ſcarcely had tie tottet d down tlie ſtairs, 
F When Ton attacks him in the uſual way. 


XVX. 
The Frenchman now pereciv'd 'twas all in vai 
To this tormentor mildly to complain, 
* And ſtrait in rage began his creſt to reat 
ö gare, vat the devil make you treat me fo ? 
3 I inſorm you, Sare, tree nights ago, 
28 ra, ! ſwear, no Monſicur,” T pol 


wo 


- 4 j XXI. a "if 4 
True as the night, Tou went, and heard 2 ſiriie 
Between the karraſs'd Frenchman and his Witt 


9 1 1 


web ſhould deſeend to chaſe the fiend away? 
length to join their forces they agree, | 
| trait impetuouſly they turn the key, 
d with mutual fury for the fray. 


1 XXII. 

tire Hero, with the firmneſs of rock, - 

allerMetcd to receive the mighty ſhock,” 

ring the old enquiry, calmly ſtodd—- 

ume of THOMSON rais'd the ſtorm 1 
deem'd it then the ſafeſt plan to fly, 

e, With—< Well, Fil call when you're in counts 

Jay mood.“ 


N | | 8 eee 
y. Fort, our Hero, with the ſame intent, | 
| many 2 night to plague the Frenchman vert. 

o ſond of 'miſchief was rhe wicked wit: 
throw- out water—for the watch they call, 
Tow expecting, till eſcapes from all 
onſieur at laſt vas fore d bis bouſe to quit, 


15 


1 * 


xx W. e 
men'd that our wag, about this time,; 
one fair proſpect ſought the Eaſtern clime; 

ling ring years were there his tedious lot 
vgth, content, amid his rip'ning ſtore; 

treads again on Britain's happy ſhore, 

id his long abſence is at once forgot. 


XXV. 2 Pre ay 
2ndon with impatient hope Tou flies, * + &Þ 
the fame night, as ſormer freaks ariſe, = 


x fain uſt ſtroll, the well-knowh haves © RE 
trace; 0 r 


2 frile 


With, 


2 


„ 
Ahl hereꝰs the ſeene of frequent mitih, To, 
My poor old Frenchman, i ſuppoſe, is 
ee e eee 


xxvt. 


| 

| With rapid ſtrokes Tox makes the manſion rs 
/$. And while be eager eyes the op'ning door, 
4 | Lo! who obeys the knocker's rattling peal 
"= 4 Why e en our little Frenchman, fur ange to fa) 
'2. 3 He took his old abode that very day— 
4 | eee of ſportive Fortune's Whet! 


xxvn. 5 
Without one thought of the relentleſs ſoe, 
Who, ficnd-like, haunted him fx years ago, 
Juſt in bis former trim D 
The waiſtcoat and the night · cap ſeem' d the ſa 
With ruſh-light, as before, he creeping came, 
And Ten s deteſted voice aſtoniſh d hears, 


LARS». wid 8 k 


* n. 
3 6 As if ſome hideous ſpectre ſtruck his ſight, 
* 6 His ſenſes ſcem'd bewilder'd with affright; 
\# | His face, indeed, beſpuke a heart full ſore 
1 Then, ſtarting, he exclaim'd, in rueſul ſtrain, 
1 « Regar I bere . Monſurur Toms come agi 
| 7 nme 
1. 
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— — “ How many bleed, 
By hameful variance betwixt Man and Man. 
How many pine in want, and dungeon glooms ; 
Shut from the common air, and common uſe 
Of their own limbs.” THOMSON. 
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TIE following Po us were written by a By 
A ; 7716 SEAMAN, while in priſon at Quint 

as. and were communicated to the EDIToR by 

Friend, who had himſelf, been eighteen mon 

--2 priſoner in France. The feelings alone, oft 
25 Reader, are appealed to for aſcertaining th 
merit. But it is believed, that the Pokus of 
Bat risn SailOR, written within that pri 
which was the ſcene of fo much diſtreſs tot 
=. _ captive countrymen, and in the midſt of the 
miſeries which ſ many have reaſon. to deplo 
will be eſteemed curious and intereſting. 
 EniToR has juſt to add, that a very few alte 
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LAMENTATION 


OE 
4, 1 
IN THE 


: ; 


PRISON OF 2UIMPER. 


enn Bx1Tarn's Guardian Genius, why 2 
of us leave thy ſons ſo brave, 


0 crop neglected and unwept 

to the ſilent grave: 

p pine amid diſeaſe and want, 
reruet' GALLIA's ſhore, 

il in Deatk's darkeſt night they fall, 
ey fall, to riſe no more ? 


II. 

hb! ſee the ſons of NeyTuNE, bold, 
r valour long renown'd, 

e helpleſs as the new born babe 
pon the cold hard ground: ? 
ho, tho? they've fac'd the battle's rage, "Ro 9 
ad ſeas, and tempeſts wild, | 11 
* doom'd, alas] at laſt to be 
ctuel uſage, foil'd. 


een 


And many a mother's too, 


CI 


III. | 
Oh!] many a father's tender heart, 


And many a widow'd helpleſs wife 
Shall QUIMPER's priſon rue : 

For many a youth, of promis'd bloom, 
And many a huſband dear, 


Far, far, from BRITAIN's friendly ſhore, 
Died friendleſs victims here. 


IV. 
Three thouſand men were in its walls, 
Once active, ſtout, and well, 
But ere three months were paſt and gone, 
Full fifteen hundred fell! 
Whilſt, with dejected downcalt eyes, 
Weak, languid; ſtarv'd, and pale, 
The fad ſurvivors ſcarce had ſtrength 
To tell the mournful tale. 


V. | 
Whilſt life's warm blood flows through my 
And grief affords a tear, 
Still ſhall I weep thoſe hapleſs ſcenes 
Which I have witneſs'd here. 
Whilſt one idea laſts, and ſenſe 
Of wrong, my heart can ſwell, 
Pl ne'er forget that land in which 
My gallant comrades fell. 


Te, 


my nt 


THE SCENE OF WOE. 


I. 


[ TELL of QUiMPER's gloomy walls, 

In GaLL1a's deſolated land, 

Where many a Br1ToON's ſpirit calls 

For vengeance on the unfeeling band, 
Where ENGL AN D's nobleſt, brighteſt pride, 
Was baſely trampled by the foe : 

What eye but wept, what heart but ſigh'd, 
To ſee fo deep a ſcene of woe. 


IL 
There, many a youth who ev*ry clime 
Had rang'd, and battle's dangers prov'd, 
Droop'd, like the freſh roſe in its prime 
Tranſplanted from the ſoil it lov'd, 
Unpitied pin'd, unpitied died, 
Unpitied doom'd to earth to go 
What eye but wept, what heart but ſigb'd, 
To ſee ſo deep a ſcene of woe, 


l 


III. 
There, void of honour's facred tie, 
Or of the feeling heart's reproach, 
They view'd, unmov'd, the victims die; 
Unmor'd, beheld their pangs approach, 
Unmor'd, beheld them fide by fide 
Expos'd to the rude blaſts that blow: 
What eye but wept, what heart but ſigh'd, 
To ſee fo deep a ſcene of woe. 


: IV. | 
There, long the pale ſurviving few, 
The ſaddeſt garb of forrow wore, 
Whilſt round them noxious vapours flew, 
And cold and hunger pierc'd them ſore. 
The calls of nature unſupply'd, 
To dogs and carrion forc'd to go: 
What eye but wept, what heart but ſigh'd, 
To fee fo deep a icene of woe. 
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IHE CARTEL. 


* 


Tune— Mary's Dream. 
I. 


ON had the victims pale, of war, 
ich ſtruggles hard, keen hunger born, 
And many a gallant BRITISH CAR 
ad been from life's bright preeincts torn, 
chen came the long expected day, 

Un which, whilft round the tidings flee, 
Divine BRITANNIA ſeem'd to ſay, 
My ſons ſhall weep no more for me.“ 


IL 

e meagre, pallid cheek of woe, 
Mark'd with the traces of deſpair, 
Recerves once more HEAL TH's roſy glow, 
And happineſs fits ſmiling there 
Whilſt, oh! how ſweet, he hopes to hear 
Full ſoon, from pain, from ſorrow free, 
lhe partner of his boſom dear, 
Day, © How I've wept and mourn'd for thee,” 


BS 


| III 

When to his longing eyes appears 
The chalky cliffs of BRI TAIN's ſhare, 

Ah! how his trembling boſom fears 

To find his love is true no more; 

But how he'll bleſs the happy day, 
When, in his arms, from danger free, 

He hears her, fraught with tranſport, ſay, 
4% Ah! how I've wept and mourn'd for thee, 
IV. 

No more his mean, diſhonour'd foes 
Shall ſhare him out his portion ſcant, 
No more ſhall rob him of repoſe 

With inſults keen, and pining want: 

Heed not the frequent briny tear 

Thou'ſt ſhed, my Friend, mayhap thou'lt fer 
Theſe ſavage foes within thy pow'r,— 
No never may they weep like thee.” 
Oft, as the jovial bowl goes round, 

Amid the ſweefs of feſtive cheer, 
Sad, ſhalt thou tell of thoſe who fell, 

And ſpare their penſive ſhades a tear; 
Which, hov'ring {til} o'er the lov'd clime, 
Muſt mourn their fate was ere to be 
 Murder'd on Gal L14's ſavage ſhore, 
| * e in captivity. 


MARGIRET 


MINIS TER. 


A TRUE TALE. 


* She ne'er before ſatu ficken fairliet, 

* Sae mony antic tirlie Tobiriies! 

« How to behave, when ſbe was cating, 

In fic a nicy, gentle meeting, 

 $he bad great ſears, Her beart was beatins} 
Her legs did ſpale — her face was ſweating ; 

* But flill, fbe wa reſoiv'd, anon, 

* Todo in a' things like Mx's5 Joux.“ 


n. 


A MORNING WALK. 


% ———— 1 cherming, ever net ; 


Hun will the Landſcape tire the view."” 
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| MARGRET and the MINI I 
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bl 


© A TRUE TALE, 


| A Dovsr, religious, kintry wife, 
3 That liv'd a quiet, contented liſe, 
2 To ſhow reſpect unto the prieſt 
77 Wham ſhe eſteem'd within her breaft, 
Carch'd tea fat bens, baith big an'“ plump; 
An' butter ſhe pack'd up «lump; 
Which ſhe 2 preſent meant to gie him, 
An' wi them aff ſhe gade to fre him, 
Dreſs'd in her ain auld kintry fas'on, 
Wi' brown fluff” gown, an braw white buſſin ; 
A dark blue cleuk an booed co'erd a", 
Sac lade, ſae clad, ſhe taarch'd awa'; 
* Thus trudg'd atang—an' hence, delyve, 
At the manfe door ſhe did arrive: 
Napp't—was admitted by the maid 
2 Hen to the kitchen wi her 8 ns | 
XA FZ. xue for the Miniſter eaquir's, - 
LIED = Who ſoon came but, as ſhe deſir 4285 
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y; 4 When ſheto him a-curtchie made, 
| . An he to her thus ſmiling fac? — =; 
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Minis rex. 8 = 
0! my dear Mass, is this ou; | : f 
m glad to fee you; how d' ye do? Yd 
How's Tamos, my auld worthy frien'? 4 
How's Jocx, your ſon, an daughter, Jean?“ | 


MaAazGRET. ; 
They're gaily, Sir, we're a meat heal, As 
Yet Tamre's ©en but craz'd an' frail; | 
But, here's ſome butter, 4 preſent ye, 
Which, wi' thir hen's, ] compliment ye.” - 


1 « 5 0 
Howt, MazcrerT ! this ſpeaks t' expence, 
But thanks ye'ſe get ſor recompence: 
Wi' zratefu* heart, I freely tell, n 
Ye're ever kind, an like yourſell. | 


MARGBET. 
Whiſht, Sir! wi' thanks; nae thanks ava; 
Ye're worthy mair; the gift's but ſma; | 
Put this acknowledgment bere from us, * 2; $2 
Means ye're belov'd by me an Tamos,” EI 
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Mix IisTEA. 
die favours, ſure, I neꝰ er expected, 
Yet blyth am I, I'm fac reſpected: 4 
Fling aff N elouk, an' follow-me ; - © 
Come ben, an' reſt, an crack awee:: 5 
Tis no ſae aſt ye come to ſee us, 
vel wait, and tak your dinner wi' us: 

A's ready, waiting on my comin; 
Lome ben, then MarGaztT, honeſt woman 
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Manxczzr. 
4 Na, na, Sir! diana ſpeak o* that, 

« fe tak' nae dinner, wee! | wat: 

« Wi* gentle manners, (ye will grant it, 

« I've ever yet been unacquantet,” 


MINISTER. 
« The manners that ye uſe at hame 

« Uſe here, an' baniſh fear an' ſhame. 

« The company's but few, they're whojily 

«© My Wiſe, a Preacher, Jeſs, an' Polly; 

« Ye'ſe tak' your dinner or ye gang, 

« Ji do like me, yell no gas wrang.”* 


To dine, at length, ſhe was advis'd; 
Gade glowrin* ben like ane furpris'd ; 
Spread wide her gown, her head erccked; 
Confus'd and aukwardly the becked ; 
While rev*'rend Mess Jon, kind aud fair, 
Conducted her unto a chair; 

An' tald them wi” a knacky ſentence, 
She was an intimate acquantance. 


Elate like, aroun' them a' ſhe gaz'd; 
But at the table was amaz'd : 

She ne'er before ſaw ficken fairlics, 

Sac mony antic tirly-whirlics !— 

Hew ta bebave, when ſhe was cating, 

In fic a nicy, gentle meeting. 

She had great fears, —Her heart was bestieg 
Her legs did ſhake—ber face was ne 
But flill, ſte vas reſols d, anon, 

To do f things lite Mgss Jun. 


"I . 
” 
* 


ETA 


A' ready, fittivg face to face, 
ki: Rev'rence, gravely, ſaid the graces 
zen, wi' a frank an' open air, 
b.de them fa” on, an' lib'cal ſhare. 
but, he being wi' the palſy troubl'd, 
a liſting ſpoonfu's aſten dribbl'd; 
£:c to prevent the Craps o' broth, 

: prin'd to's breaſt the table-cloth, 
Now MarGRET*'s ſettl'd reſolution, 
y V+ quick'y put in execution; 

For as was ſaid already, ſhe did 
Reſolve te do tebateper be did. 
dhe therefore, alſo, like the Prieſt, | ? 


?rin'd the cloth firmly to her breaſt, 

Wi' a prin twa inches lang at leaſt;) 

Which ſmiles frac them at table drew, 
i; Ws ſar's gude breeding wad allow. 


ir, Sze ſoon as they the kail had ſupped, 


To glancin' knives an” forks they gripped; To 

Wi' them to weel fill'd plates fell keenly; | | 

Ate—took a drink—an'” cracket frien ly. _ 
ut Mauer only was a hearer, n 


dhe was fac blate, nought ſeem'd to cheer her, 
dae mony things appearing new, 
Came ilka minute in her view, 
And fil'd ber mind fae ſu o dgead, 
Cracking toas can out ber bead. 


tio 15 3 the Paſtor, ber example, | 
ai That brought ber there to feed ſac ample, | 
dhe notie'd t wa or three times take |, of 
Out „ @ dib. fait after fſaik 
O MUSTARD ;— which ſhe judg'dto be 
Gravie, or ſome delicious brit. 


(6) 


For Maxcker never did peruſe it, 
Xen d na its name, nor bowo to uſe it; 
But now determin'd to partake o't, 
She wi' a tea-ſpoon took a Naik o'r! 
Heedleſs, foe ſupped up the whole J 
Then! inſtantly ſhe looked droll. 


Dung doited in a moment's ſ pace, 
She hung her head and threw her face! 
Flung down her knife an' fork, diſplcas'd, 
Syne wi' baith hands ber noſe ſhe ſciaz'd, 
While ic did bite an' blin' ber cen; 
The like o'r, ſure, was never ſecu; 
For, ſtartin' up as faſt as able, 
The bail gear tumb!'d off the table / 


The craſh o' crock'ry ware reſounded, 
Plates truntlin'—ilka aue confounded {— 
Straight, to the door, ſhe frantic flew, 
An' after ber, Mess JonN foe drew; 

Which drave the company a throughither 
As they were kippl'd baith thegither. 
But, in a crack, the prins brak' looſc, 

An Masdar, ravin', leſt the houſe. 


Hameward, in haſte, ſhe hobbl'd, ſweating; 
Tell'd Tamos the diſafter, greeting; 
Wrung baith her hands, an' ſolemn, ſware, 
To dine wi' gentle folk nac mair. 
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A MORNING WALK. 5 


"gy" 


I, _—_—— — —— > 


ee charming, ever new ; 


When wwill the Landſcape tire the vie. 
Dux. 


Fei Phabus, wit bis glanein' rays, 
Was a' the fiel's adornin', | 

Then o'er the lee to yonder braes, 
! walked yeſ'day mornin” : 

nere, ſweetly daunert, a“ my lane, 
Compos'd, an' weel contented, 

Oblervin' ilka lovely-ſcene 
Nature to me preſented. 

'orneat me, on a riftn” green, 
There ſtood a ducket tow'rin', 

There gentle, harmleſs png were ſeen 

Upo' the tap o't'cowrin”. 

A burn rau by the ducket's fide, 
Down thro' the green it wimpl'd, 

Oer whilk a ſtately brig did ſtride, 
Wi' age defac'd an” dimpl'd. 

in bloſſoms braw, the whins an' broom” 
Were ſeen in gaudy yellow, 

An' a' the knows appear'd in bloom, , 
On i!ka fide the hallow. „  W8 

0n right an' left, upo' the banks : 
Grew mony a kiad o' timmer ; 8 | 

zome trees their lane—ſome plac'd in ranks, 
A' inthe bud o' ſimmer. : 

The cauler ſprings, frac places we; | 
Wi drowth were ſcanty dribblin“ 2 8 ; 

here an” there the bleating Ca 2 | 
Ahort the brace were nibbli . 12 ws ih 
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(8) 


Bede the clear meandrin' burn, 
The ſtreams o* whilk was glanein', 

There canty lambs took mony a turn, 
Alang the edge o't dancin”. 

Amang the ſhrubs an wavin' trees, 
Whilk I thought unco charmin?, 

Were thcifty thrangs o' bizzie bees, 
In mony a place gaun ſwarmin'. 


Some ſucked clover, while a few 


* Were bummin at their leiſure; 


While ithers baul' and [ſwiftly flew 


Awa' to ſtore their treaſure. 
The eheerſu' burds, baith big an' wee, 
A' up an' down the plantin', 


ww pleaſin' an' delight fu' glee, 


Their bits o' ſangs were chaatin'. 
Gay butterflees I alſo ſaw 
In numbers, fincly decked ; 
Wi' nature's claiſe, a' buſked braw; 
Some white, an' ſome were flecked, 
The docs, the ſheep, the lambs, the bees, 
| The brig, the burn, the duclet, 
The burds, ihe trees, the butler flees, 
How charmin'ly they looket ! 
Thae heartſome ſweets, and mony mae, 
Than I can liak in meaſure, 
Inſpir'd my ruſtic, cheeric lay, 
An' fifl'd my ſaul wi' pleaſure. 
Henec forth, the town I'll ſhun, wi' a 
Its arte, in ilka feature, 


3 An' ſtil! prefer to ſing the braw, 


. The winſome charms Nature. 


meſtic Happingſi Exbibited, 
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J. 


Dran Cloe, while the buſy eroud, 

The vain, the wealthy, and the proud, 
In folly's maze advance; 

Tho' fingularity and pride , 

Be call'd our choice, we'll ſtep aſide, 
Nor join the giddy dance. 


II. 


From the gay world we'll oft retire 
' To our own ſamily and fire, 
Where love our hours employs; 
No noiſy neighbour enters here, 
No intermeddling ſtranger near, 
To ſpoil our heartfclt joys. 


if ſolid happineſs we prize, 
Within our breaſt this jewel lies, 
And they are ſools who roam; 
The world hath nothing to beſtow, / 
From our own ſelves our bliſs muſt ſlow, 
And that dear but our home. 


PHE FIRESIDE, 


(#1 
0 


el was Noah's dove bereft, 

ben with impatient wing ſhe left 
That ſafe retreat, the ark; A 

ing her vain excurſions o'er, 


dilappoĩnted bird once more 
E:ylor'd the ſacred bark. 


V. : 
/ ſools [puri Hymen's gentle powers, 5 
, who improve his golden hours, 


Br ſweet experience know, 
marriage, tightly underſtood, 


5 to the tegder and the RES | «ot . 
| paradiſe below, , be 4 

vi. 
rbabes ſhall richeſt comforts bring 


wtor'd right they'll prove a s ſpring, 
nente pleafures ever ri 

[form their minds with tediow had; 
that's manly, good, and fair, 

Lad train them ſor the ſkies. 


vil. 7 


le they our wiſeſt hours engage, 
joy our youth, ſupport our age, 
Vd crown our hoary hairs; 

ll grow in virtue every day; "at þ 

| thus our fondeſt loves repay, +24 deb: 

L recompenſe our cares. +. FF 


® 


12 1 


VII. 


fo borrow'd joys! they're all our own, - 

While to the world we live unknown, 
Or by the world forgot: 

Monarchs! we envy not your ſtate, 

We look with pity on the Great, 

And bleſs our humble lot. 


— ————— 
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IX. 


Our portion is not large, indeed 
But then Row little do we need, 
For Nature's calls are few ! 
In this the art of living lies, 
. To want no more than may ſuſficg 
And make that little do. 


by. 4% A 4 ”, #8 apo nd 
r 


Ic - 


We'll therefore reliſh with content, 
Whate'er kind Providence has ſent, 
Nor aim beyond our power; 
For if our ſtock be very ſmall, 
Tis prudence to enjuy it all, 
Nor loſe the prefent hour, 


XI. 


To be refign'd when ills betide, 
Patient when favours are deny d, 
And pleas'd with ſavours given; 
Dear Cloe, this is wiſdom's part, 
This is that incenſe of the heart, 
Whoſe ſragrance ſmells to Heaven. 


(#:3 
XII. 
aſk no long- protracted treat, 


ce wintet-life is ſeldom ſweet; 

gat when our feaſtis o'er, 

cul from table we'll ariſe, 

r zrudge our ſons, with envious eyes, 
The relics of our fore, 


9 


Xin. 


us hand in hand thro' life we'll go; 
checker'd paths of joy and wo 
With cautious ſteps we'll tread; 

it its vain ſcenes without a tear, 
thout a trouble, or a fear, 

And mingle_with the dead. 


XIV. 


nile conſcience, like a faithful friend, 
i! thro* the gloomy vale attend, 

And cheer our dying breath; 
hall, when all other comforts ceaſe, 

ke a kind angel whiſper peace, 

and ſmooth the bed of death. 


os * 


Jo riſe ſo ſoon in the morsirg, and fi up ſolate 


bbs Anderſon, my joe, John, whan nature 
To try her canny hand, John, her a 


She-prov'd to be vac journey-work, Joh 4 
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J OHN Anderſon, wy foe, John, wonder v 


you mean, 


of en, * 
Yel blear out a your een, e 5d why ſho 
you do ſo, 
Gang ſooner to your bed at e en, labs Anderſons 
joe. 


*4 


II. 


began 


was man ; 
And you amang them a? e = trig frac - 4p 
toe, 


derſon, my joe. 


8 2 
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1 III. 
Ander ſon, my joe, John, ye were my Gre 
codes! a4 5 fe 
ye need na think it ſtrange, john, tho' I ca* . 
ye trim and neat ; 
' ſome fock ſay ye're ola. . never * 
ye ſo, 
{1 think ye're ay the ſame to me, John An- 
der ſon, my jog. Fi 


0¹ 


IV. 

In 3 joe, John, we've ſeen our bairns 
bairns, 

xd yet my dear, John Anderſon, I'm, happy in 
your arms, 

d fac are ye in mine, 3 Um ſure Y ner 
lay no, 

to the days are gane hey” we - — ſeen, Joby 

Anderſon, my joe. 0 2 


V. 
hn Anderſon, my joe, lou, what plxfure doc | 

it gie, | 
) ſee ſae mony ſprouts, John, ſpring: up "tween 

you and me, 
lad ilka lad and laſs, John, in our ſootſteps to ge, 
lakes perfect heaven here on earth, John Au, | 
derſon, my joe. | : 


VI. 4 
wn Anderſon, my joe, John, when we were el 
© acquaint, v | 
leut Jocks were like the raven, your 2 1 
was breat, # 
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But now your head's turn'd bald, John, your 
are like the ſaow, | 


Yet bleſſings on your froſty pow, John 


my. joe, 
VII. 
John Anderſon, my joe, John, frac nt to y 
we've paſt, | 


And ſoon that year maun come, Jabs, will briz 
us to our laſt, 

But let na that affright us John, our hearts * 

f ne er our foe, 

While in innocent delight we liv'd, John Ande 
ſon, my joe. 


Vil. 

Jobn Anderſon, my joe, John, we clamb the hi! 
thegither, 

And mony a canty day, Jobn, we've had wi' ar 
anither; 
Now we maun totter down, ** but hand i 
hand we'lt go, 

And we'll =—_ thegither at the foot Jobn Ande: 
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Away l let nought to Love diſplealing, 


My Winifrida, move your care; 


Let nought delay the Heavenly bleſſing, 
No ſqueamiſh Pride, nor gloomy Fear, 


"What, tho” no grants of Royal Donors, 
With pompous titles grace our blood; 
We'll ſhine in more fubſtantial honors, 


And to be Noble, we'll be Good. 


III. 


Our name, while Virtue thus we tender, 
Will ſweetly ſound, where'er tis ſpoke; 
And all the great oner much ſhall wonder, 


How they reſpect ſuch 7ittle fell. 


FP FV. 


What, tho” from Fortune's laviſh bounty, 


- No mighty treaſures we poſſeſs; 


We'll fad wittin our pittance plenty, 


And be content without exceſs. 


8 


V. 
11, ſhall each kind returning ſeaſon, 
Sufficient for our wiſhes give; 
for we will live @ life of reaſon, 
And that's the ozly life to live. 


2 
Thro' youth and age, in love excelling, 
We'll hand iu hand together tread; 
ivect ſmiling Peace ſhall crown our dwelling 
And babes, ſwect - ſmiling babes, our bed. 


VII. 
How ſhould I love the pretty creatures, 
While round my knees they fondly clung! 
To ſce them look their mother's features, 
And hear them liſp their mother's tongue! 


Vin. 
And when, with envy, Time tranſported, 
Shall think to rob us of our joys; _ 
You'll in your Girls again be courted, 
Aud I'll go wooing in my Boys. 


THE POWER OF LOVE. 


Sweet are the charms of her I love, 
More fragrant thau the damaſk roſe; 

Soft as the Cown of turtle-dove, 
Gentle as winds when zephyr blows; 

Refreſhing as deſcending rains, 

On ſun-burnt climes, aud thirſty plains, 


H. 
Frue as the needle to the pole, y 
Or as the dial tothe ſun; 
Conſtant as gliding waters roll, 
Whoſe ſwelling tides obey the moon: 
From ev'ry other charmer ſree, 
My life and love ſhall follow thee. 


{ 
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oo” * © III. 


The lamb the flow'ry thyme devours, 
The dam the tender kid purſues; 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bow'rs, 
With verdant ſpring her notes renews! 
All follow what they moſt admire, 
As | purſue my ſoul's defire, 


1 
IV, 


Nature muſt change her beanteous face, 

And vary as the ſeaſons riſe; 

u Winter to the Spring gives place, 
Summer th* approach of Autumn flies: 

Xo change on Love the ſcaſons bring, 


Love only knows perpetual Spring. 


V. 


Devouring Time, with ſtealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 
And marble tow'ts and gates of braſs, 
in his rude march he levels low: 

But Time, deſtroying far and wide, 
Love from the Soul can ne*er divide. 


& - = 


Death, only, with his cruel dart, 
The gentle Godhead can remove; 
And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
To mingle with the bleſt above; 
Where, known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a laſting reſt from pain. 


VII. 


Love, and his ſiſter fair, the Soul, 
Twin-born, from Heav'n, together came z 
Love will the univerſe controul, 
$1 When dying ſeaſons loſe their name: 
Divine abodes ſhall own his pow'r, 
When Time and Death ſhall be no more, 
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BEAUTY AND VIRTUE UNIT: 
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W zen Innocence and Beauty meet, 
To add to lovely ſemalc grace, 

How far, beyond expreſſing ſweet, 
Is ev'ry icature of the face? 


=_ II. 

=. . When Peace and Wiſdom hold their ſway, 
And Virtue fills the glowing breaſt, 

2 Each winning charm, ſerenely gay, 
1 Iz in th' angelic ſorm couſeſs d. 


; III. 
O facred Virtue / tune my voice 
With heart - inſpiring harmony; 
They ſhall thy calm, yer rat'rous joys! 
Expand my ſoul with love of thee, 


! 8 N IV. 

Thus, mine ſhall be true bliſs refin'd, 

; When this vain ſhadow flies away: 

E, Tt cternal beauties of the mind; 
 $8hall laſt when all things elſe decay. 


„ 


THE WISH, 


(Give me, kind Heav'n, the middle ſlate; 
Nut meamly poor, not proudiy great! 

ak no wealth, no pow'r | crave; 

Let mc not have, nor be, a ſlave: 

0'er no man let me covet rule; 

Let no man c'er make me his tool. 


The duty [to others owe, 
Teach thou my rebel heart to know; 
Jet let me never anxious be, 


for duty others owe to me: | 
put think, ere I too much expect, 
The higher duties 1 neglect, 


Hels me with health, to earn my ſoody 
With wiſdom, to diſcern what's good, 
Leſs let me others ercors mind, 

Than thoſe within myſelf I find; 

averſe to make their foibles Known, 

As careful to conceal my own : 

And, left 1 do another wrong, 

Neſtrain the licence of my tongue: ! 


The ills, as mortal, I muſt ſhare, 
Make meg without repiuing, beat; 
Convinc'd, the ſinſul cauſe is mine, 
The merciſul ehaſliſement thiae, 


PI 43 
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. 
On ev'ry fellow - mortal's woe, 
Let me a ready tear beſtow ; 
Nor be ſo much of need aftaid 4 
As to with-hold my little aid, 
When weeping Want, with trembling hand, 
Makes, in thy name, its meck demand, 


When I[nuocence gives Laughter birth, 
Let me not check the harmleſs mirth; 
But bleſs the voice, that kindly cries— 
Be merry, mortals, and be wiſe.” 


O gracious Heav'n, theſe bleſſin gs give! 
4 care not where, but bew, I live! 
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PIER ON YOUTH. 
1 JUVEN ILE 7 ROD vec T tou. 


© Rementber thy Creator in the days of thy * 
121 . Cie 
L 


i Þ Tas pliant ſoul of erring youth 
| | Is like ſoft waz, or moiſten'd clay; 
wy Apt to receive all Hab 25 Truth, 

Or * to tyrant All, the ſway: 1 

II. 
Shun evil in your early years, 
So manhood ſhall to virtuę riſet 
He who, in youth, a foo! appear, 
In age, will ne'er be ebunted wiſc, 
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% Wichout thy chearful acitvs energy 

No rapture feoells the breaft, no Poet ſingr, 

No more the maids of Helicon delight. 

* Come then with me, O Goddeſs, beavenly gay? _ 

" Begin the ſong; and let it ſweetly flow, 

" And let it wwifely teach thy wholeſome laws: 

Hes beft the fickle fabric ts ſupport 

© Of mortal man ; in healthful body Jew 

4 healthful mind the longef to maintain.” 
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HEALTH 


Arrtexy my Viſton, thoughtlefs youth, 
Ere long you'll think it weighty truth; 
Prudent it were to think ſo now; 

Ere age has filver'd. o'er your. brow : 

For he who at his early years. 

Has ſown in vice, ſhall reap in tears. 

If folly has poſſeſs'd bis prime, 

Diſeaſe ſhall gather ſtrength in time; 

Poiſon ſhall rage in ev'ry vein,- 

Nor penitence dilute the ſtain : 

And when each hour ſhall urge bis fate, 

Thought, like the doctor, comes too late. 


The ſubject of my ſong is HrALTR, 

A good ſuperior far ts wealth. 

| Can the young mind diſtruſt its worth? 

= = Confult the monarchs of the earth: 

= 5 Imperial czars, and ſultans, own 
No gem ſo bright, that decks their throne; 

Each for this pearl his crown would quit, 

Aud turn a-ruſlic, or a cit. 


Mark, tho' the bleſſing's loſt with eaſe, 
Tis not recover'd when you pleaſe, 
Say not that gruels ſhall avail, | 
For ſalntary gruels fail. 
Say not, Apollo's ſons ſucceed, 
Apollo's ſon is Egypt's reed. 


E 1 | 


How fruitleſs the pbyBeian's (ill, 

How vain the penitenttal pill, 

Tie marble monuments proclaim, 

The humbler turf confirms the ſame! 
Prevention. is thi batters,” © 

o ſays the Wee and tis ſure. 


would you 0a your narrow . 
aud make the moſt of life you can; 
Would you, When med'cines cannot ſave, 
Deſcend with eafe iHto the grave; 
(imly retire, like evening light, 
41nd chearful, bid the world CORR 
uten ranee conſtantly pra, 
bur beſt phyſieian, friend, and guide! 
Would you to wiſdom make pretence, 
'roud to be thought a man of iculc ? | 
Let temp'rance (always friend to fame) 5 
With ſteady band direct your aim; 
Or, like ap archer in the dark, 1 1. 
Your random ſhaft will miſs the mark: . 
for they who flight her golden rules, | 
Ik widdom's yon b for fools, 


But ance by art, 

te ſeldom known to reach the heart. 
l therefore ſtrive to raiſe my theme 

With all the rer of rea. 


Soft were my aa, gane my — 
bach as the infant's on the breaſt; 
hen Fancy, ever on the ung, 


d fruitluſ as the geuiat ſpring, L 


( 4 A 
A new creation * ab. 


A rurkl landdeape 1 deſery'd, | 
Preſt in tbe robes of — 
The herds adorn'd the floping hille, 
That glitter'd with their tinkling rills; 
Below the fleecy mothers ſtray d, | 
And round their ſportive lambking play d. 


Nigh to a murmuring brook l ſa e 
An bumble cottage tharch'd with ſtraw; 
Beh ind, a garden that ſupply'd 
All things for uſe, and none for pride: 
Beauty prevails thro' ev'ry part, 
But more of nature than ops art, 


Hail, thou Gout; nin, n earl: 
1 ſaid, and blefs'd the fair retreat: 
Here would I paſs my remnant days, 
Unknown to cenſure, or to praife z 
Forget the world, and be forgot, 
As Porz defcribes his Veſtal s lot. 


While thus T muv'd, a beauteons mad 
Stept from a thicket's neighb*ring ſhade; 
Not Hampton's gallery can boaſt, 
Nor Hudſon paint ſo fair a toaſt : 
she claim'd the cottage ſor her _ 2 
e ws 2 pur rt 
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prlznts of various flow'rs they wrought, 

ſoc orchard's bluſhiag pride they brought 1/ 
Hence, in her face the lily ſpeaks, 

4od hence the roſe which- paints ber cheeks ; 
The cherry gave her lips to glow,.. 

Her eyes were debtors to the ſlor; 

and, to complete the lovely fair, 

Tis ſaid the Ebeſnut ſtain'd ber hair, 


The virgin was averſe to courts, 

zut oſten ſeen in rural ſports; 

When in her roſy veſt the dawn 

Walcs o'er the dew-leſpangled lawn, 
The nymph is 6rſt to form the race, 

Or wind the mer and lead 9; e hace. 


Sudden I val a uniting cok; 

Glad acclamations SIFd the plain. 
Unbounded joy improv'd the ſcene, 

for He aLTE was loud proclaim'd a queen, 


Two ſmiling ebecobs-grac'd ber throne, 
(To modern courts, I fear, unknown;) 
One was the nymph, that loves the light, 
Far Innogewncge, array'd in white; 

With ſiſter Praer in cloſe embrace, 

And heav'n _ nn in her ſace. 


The da was long, the empire great, 
In er kingdoms, ev ry hour, he 
You hear of vice -preferr'd to pow'r : 
Vice was #perfet ſtranger here: 

No knaves engroſe'd the royal car: 


. 


No fools obtain'd this-monarch's grace; 
Virtue hs of ev the en 


What becky appetitesarcours, 
Still varying with the varying hours! 
Aad tho' from good to bad we range, 
No matter, wy the fool, © tis ee 


— — 2 


mx 


Her ſubjeQs now poli apace 
DiffatisfaCtion in their ſace t 
Some view'd the ſtate with envy's eye, 
Some were diſpleas d. they knew not why; 
33 When Faction, ever bold and vain, 
| With rigour tax'd their monarch's reign. 
—%S Thus, ſhould an angel from above, 
Fraught with benevolence and love, 
Deſcend to carth, and here impart 
Important truths to mend the heart; 
Would nat the inſiructive gueſt diſpenſe 
With paſlion, appetite, and ſcuſe, 
We ſhould his beav'aly lore deſpiſe, 
Aud ſend him to his former ſkies, 


— win as . oy 


A dang'rous hoſtile power aroſe 
To HALT A, whoic houſhold were ber focs; 
A barlot's looſe attire he ware, 

And Luxyur the name ſhe bore. 

This princeſs of unbounded ſway, 

Whom Aſia's ſofter ſons obey, * 
| Made war againſt the queen of — a 
Aſſiſted by tbe en a 


The queen ee take p geld, 
Arm'd wich her helmet and her ſhicld : 


* 


1 


7:mper'd with ſuch ſuperior art, 
ſ:at both eee ee F 
ro waflike chiefs approach'd the green, 

ind wondrous fav*rites with NS : 
th were of Amazonian race; HERES: Huh 
goth high in merit, and in place. 4 
, Re80LUTION/ march'd, whoſe ſoul 
No ſear could ſhake, no pow'r controul; 
he heroine wore a Roman veſt, 

lion's heart inſorm'd her breaſt; A, 
[here PRUDENCE ſhone, whoſe boſom wrooght 
Vith all the various plans of thought; © 
vas her's to bid the troops engage, | 
ad teach the battle where to rage. ( 


And now the Siren's armies preſs, 

beir van was headed by Exenss: 
e mighty wings, that form'd the ſide, 
ommanded by that giant Prion: 
While Sicxness; aud her ſiſters Paix ü 
ad Povrxry, the centre gain : 
R:reNTANCE, With a brow ſevere, 

And DEATH, were rwe in N rear. 


Hrarrn rang's he's troops with oa en, 
And ated the defenſive part: 
fler army poſted on à hill, 
Mainly beſpoke fuperior {kill : 
Hence were diſcover'd thro” the plain, 
The motions of the hoſtile train: 
Wale Prupexce, to prevent ſurptize,  -- 
Oft ſally'd with her traſty ſpies; | 
Liplor'd each ambuſcade below, 
and reconnoitred well the foe. 


2629 


Afar when Lozuzy defery'd 
taſerior force by art ſupply d, 
The Siren ſpake Let Fzavum prevail; 
_ Since all my aumerous hoſts maſt fail; 
Hencefotth hoſtilities ſhall ceaſe, 
I'll ſend to HearTs and offer peace. 
Strait ſue difpatch'd, with pow'rs comple, 
Pizagurt, her miniſter, to treat. 
This wicked ſtrumpet topp'd ber part, 
And ſow'd Tedition in the heart! 
- Thro' cy'ry troop the poiſon rap, 
All were infected to a man, 
The wary generals were won 
By Prrasuaz's wiles, and both andoce, - 


| Jove held the troops ia high difgrace; 
And bade diſeaſcs blaſt their race; 
Look'd on the queen with melting eyes; 
And ſnatch'd his darling to the ſkies: 
Who ſtill regards thoſe wiſer few, 

That dare ber dictates to purſue. 

For where ber ſtricker law pte vai la, 
 Tho' Passo prompts, or Vie afſailsj 
Long ſhall they cloudleſs ſkies behold, 
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PEACE. AND HOME, 


On tarry, gentle traveller; 
Oh tarry pow at ſetting day; 
Nor haſte to leave this lowly vale 
For loſty mountains far away. 
II. 
Oh tell me what has tempted thee 
Thro' woods and dreary wilds to roam; 
Oh tell me what has tempted thee 
To quit thy lot and peaceful home. 
Hi, 
Say, haſt thou not a partner dear, 
That's conſtant to tby love, and kind? 
And wilt thou leave her faithful fide, 


Nor caſt one ſorrowing look behind? 


o IV. 
Yon fun that gilds the village ſpire, 
And gaily flings his parting ray, 


Say, ſmiles he not as ſweetly o'er 


Thy native village far away? 
V. . : 
Does mad ambition lure thy ſteps 
To wander in the paths of ſtrife ? 


Ah think bow ſwiſt thy minutes fly ! 


Ah, thiak how ſhort thy ſpan of life}. 


; 
* 


d! 


1 | 
VI. | 
ir liſe is like yon crimſon beam 
That trembles in the weſtern ſkies; 
ii ſoon, alas! its glories ceaſe; z 
i ſparkles —glimmers—fades—and dies. 
| VII. 
u waſte not then thy fleeting hours 
In foreign chmes and paths unknown; a 
turn thee to the bappy plains P, 
That bounteous nature made thy owns 
VII. 
me, nor gold, nor princely power, 
Nor purple veſt, nor ſtately dome, | 
or all that trophy'd grandeur boaſls, 
Shall lure me from my tranquil home. 
IX. 
is ruſtie cot and ſilent ſhade 
»ball evermore my dwelling be; 
en when my deſtin'd days are ſpent 
M reſt beneath yon aged tree. 
X. 
:ide the brook; a fimple ſtone, 
Sball ſerve to guard my cold remains, 
ad tell the pilgrims, as they paſs, N 
| died amidſt my native plains, | 
| XI. 
tura, then gentle traveller; 
Return thee with the morning ray; 
ir leave again thy lowly vale, 
gor lofty mountains far away. 


4++ | 4 
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THE VOLUNTEER, 


Wu EN fivepence a folid meal cannot ſupp! 

To a jolly young man five feet ten inches high 

Who has jogg'd with his knapſack twelve l:2; 
through the rain, 

While his wench and three brats had each x 

to ſtrain; 

The poor volunteer to the halberts is tied, 

For ſtcaliog two chick-eggs and getting rhemſr, 

What carters and jockies Qioold ſuſfer he fer! 

And the blood guſhes down from his nape to 

| heels. | 

The Commander in chief, who is almoſt fſteen 

And a taytor's apprentice by right ſhould þ 
been; | | 

Now ſlruts round the cirele, then turns on bis 

ro bclabour the drummers who don't mate him fu 

Swears England could nc'er have produc'd ! 

à⁊2 rogue, 

And diſcerns in his howlleg the true friſh bro 

The Surgeon, whofe fympathy ſwells in each 
vein, 

When a ſwoon interrupts the eonvulſions 00 

pain, 


Makes them flog till he ſlart to his ſenſes 28850 


* 


Doctor and Drum for attendance are paid, 
— 1 bis pockets are flicec'd while his ſhoulders 
are flay d. 


„ eis pack'd in a tranſport on every ſtate quar- 
rel, | 

re tightly than biſcuit and beef in a barrel; 

crrents each ſummer ſhower ſtreams through 
his tent, 

barracks more diſmal, December is ſpent ; 

lamp rotten bedding, the moment he's laid, 

the rage of hole armies his rear is betray'd ; 

health be infallibly more than half tarves, | ; 

i tertian, he's us'd as a raſcal deſer ves. 


His Chloe, by hunger, compell'd to fad pranks, 
thas'd as a ſwindler in form through the ranks/ 
children, when ſome baggage cart is o'cr- 
thrown 


Canada froſt-bit, in Africa broil'd; 


bis pay, 
:uine thonſend faſhes for running away; 
+ oft like a hero been wounded before, 


more than one fourth of a ſcavenger's wages; 
nc merciſul volley then fhatters a leg, 
d his crutches obtain him permiſſion to beg. 


; dicch, like blind puppies are ſuffer'd to drown, +=; 


. 


and when for his king thirty years he has roi dz”, LY 


; been thrice a week handcu##'d for ankle 8 * 


xd clear'd with a cudgel each concubine's ſcorey 
laſt, with the Dons, point to point he engages; ; 


- 2 os 
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THE DRUM. 
VERSES 


WRITTEN ON HEARING A DRUM BEAT 


FOR THE RECRUITING SERVICE. 
, P | hd 
1. 


1 HATE that drum's diſcordant ſound; 
Parading round, and round, and round: 
To thoughtleſs youth it pleaſure yields, 
And lures from cities and from fields, 
To ſell their libetty for charms 
Of tawdry lace and glittering arms, 
And when ambition's voice commands, 
To march, and fight, and fall, in foreign lands, 


; IL g 
I bate that drum's diſcordant ſound, 


Parading round, and round, and round, 
To me it talks of ravag'd plaics, 
And burning towns, and ruin'd ſwains, 
And mangled limbs, and dying groans, 
And widow's tears, and or phan's moans; 
And all that Miſery's hand beſtows, 

To ſwell the catalogue of human woes, 


41 
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8CENES OF MY YOUTH; 
SUCH THINGS' WERE, 


* 
' - | : - ” N ” 


* ] cannot but remember Such things were, 
* and were moſt precious to me.” 
| : Y | SHAKESPEARE, 


)'ENFS of my youth! ye once were dear, 
Though ſadly 1 your charms ſurvey; 
once was wont to linger here, 
From early dawn to cloſing day. 
nes of my Youth | pale ſorrow flings 
A ſhade o'er all your beauties now; 
ind robs the moments of their wings, 
That ſcatter pleaſure as they flow; 
While ſtill rg heighten every care, 
beflection tells me, Such things <vere, 
II. 
was here a tender mother ſtrove 
To keep my happineſs in view; 
| [mil'd beneath a parent's love, 
That ſoft compaſſion ever knew; 


n whom the virtues all combin'd, 


On whom I could with faith rely ; 

o whom my heart and ſoul were join'd 
By mild Affectiog's primal tie! 
no ſmiles in Heav'n, exempt from care, 
biſt I remember, Such things were! 

III. 

was here, (where calm and tranquil reſt 
Pcrpays the peaſant for his toil) 


N. 


That, Grſt in bleſſing, | was bieſt, 

With glowing Friendihip's open ſmile, 
My friend, far diſtant doom'd to roam, 
Now bra ves the fury of the ſeas; 

He fled his peaceſul, happy home, 
His little fortune to encreaſe: 
Whilſt bleeds aſreſh the wound of Care, 
When 1 remember, Such things were! | 
IV. 
Twas here —ev'n in this bloaming grove, 
1 fondly gaz'd on Laura's charms, 
Who, bluſhing, own'd à mutual love, 
And melted in my youthful arms, 
Tho'hard the ſoul-conflictiag ſtrife, 
Yet fate, the cruel tyrant, bore ' 
Far from my fight the charm of liſe 
The lovely maid whom I adore. 
'T would cafe my ſon] of all its care, 
Could ] forget that Such things were, 
* V. " 
Here firſt I faw the morn appear 
Of guileleſs pleaſure's ſhining day; 
I met the dazzling brightneſs here, 
Here mark'd the ſott declining ray 
Beheld the ſkies, whoſe ſtreaming light 
Gave ſplendour to the parting ſun ; 
Now loft in ſorrow's fable night, 
And all their mingled glories gone! 
Till death in pity, end my care, 
JI muſt remember, Suh things were, _— 
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I. 
April morn, reclin'd in bed, 
| Juſt at the hour when dreams arc true; 
A fairy.form approach'd my bead, 


b * 8 Smiling beneath ber mantle blue. 
* * Fie, fie,” the cried, © why ſleep ſo long, 


* When Health, the nymph you dearly love, 
« Now roves the vernal flow'rs among, 
And waits for you in yonder grove ? 


In. 
= Hark! you may hear ber cherub voice, 
* The voice of Health is ſweet and clear; 
« Yes, you may hear the birds rejoice 
In ſymphony, her arbour near.“ 


IV. 
=. role. and haſten'd to Fake grove, 
Wich cager ſteps and anxious mind 
1 roſe, the clfin's truth to prove, 
And hop'd the promis'd nymph to ind. 


V. 
My fairy took me by the hand, 
And cheaffully we ſtepp'd along; 
She ſtopp'd but on the new · plough d ha, 
7 hear the rufſet woodlark's ſoug, © 


We, 


q 
? 


C-$-J 


VI. 

;rexch'd the grove—l look'd arguad, 
uy faicy was no longer near; 

of her voice I knew the ſound, 

gad thus ſhe en in mine ear: 


VII. 
be nymph; fair Heath, you came to find, - 
Within thgfe preeincts loves to dwell ; 
er breath np; fills the balmy wind: 


IK. 
ended to the primroſe low, 
and aſk'd if Health might there refide 4 
be left me, ſaid the flower, but now, 
For yonder violet's purple pride.” 


aeſtion'd next the violet's queen, 
Where buxom Health was to be ound? 

told me that ſhe late was ſeen. 

#ith cowſlips toying on the ground. 


. 
en thrice J kiſs'd the cowſlips pale, 
And in their dew- drops bath d my :. 3 
vid them all my tender tale, 


- 
= 
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This path will lead you to her cell.“ 


* 


and begg'd their aid coy Health to trace 


XII. 

tom us, exclaim*d-a lewly flower, 

The nymph.has many a day been gone, 
bit now ſhe reſts within the bower, 


Where yonder hawthorn blooms alone.” 


3 


XIII. 
Quick to that bower 1 ran, I flew, 
And yet no nymph I there could fad; 
But freſh the breeze of morning blew, 
Aud ſpring was gay, and Flora kind, 


| x1V. 
If I return'd ſedate and flow, | 
What if the nymph 1 eould not ſee? 


The bluſh that paſs'd along my brow v 
N Was proof of her dj, | +0 Pp 
£ Gs cat ; 
xv. is 
2 Git "% votary to prove, 


And ſlill ber duloet ſmiles to ſhare, 
In tread the fields, il baunt the grove, 


With untir'd ſteps and ſondeſl care. 
n 5 | XVI. y 
+ Goddeſs belov'd! vouchſaſe to give y 
A boon, a precious boon to me! : 


Within thy influence let me live, 
TZ 


— Xun. 
= Ox 80 ſhall the muſe in nobler verſe, 
And firength renew'd, exulting fing; 
Thy praiſe, thy charms, thy power, rehearſe, 
Aug ſweep with bolder band the ſtriog, 
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NATURE. AND PHYSIC. 


Nature I' court in Ber. ſoqueſler*d haunts £ 
a By mountain, meadow, ftr camiet, grove, or cell, Es I 
Where the pois'd lark bis morning ditty chaunts, 4 
- A 
suo ν. * 
92 


1. 


UAYS Nature to Phyſie, What pity that ve, 
Who ought to be friends, ſhould ſo ſeldom agree 
Who ought to aſſiſt and to ſuccour each other, 
And in amity live, like a ſiſter and brother, 


II. 
But to look for this concord, alas, is in van! /* 47 
Of phyſical noſtrums I've much to complain: 
Tho' a goddeſs coufeſs'd-—yet like the weak ſex, 
m perverſe the more if my temper you vez. 


| „ 
And you Doctors, whate er you think proper to 
lay, 
por ever are putting me out of my way. 
With medical legions my humours you chace, 


Tillpallid reſentment appears in my face. 


1 


9 
* Aperients, aflringenli, narcotics, combine, 
* To thwart and oppoſe me in ev'ry deſign; 
And ſuch vollies of pills ate diſcharg'd at my be 
That my ſtreogth is exhauſted, my energy des 


8 N. 
« But Phyſic ſhould know I am not to be taught 
* By ſevere flagellation to do what I ought; 

That my faults may be mended by gentle correfii 
o which /cicace and talents muſt give the di 


” tions, 
L GS AVESSD # VI. . FR 
3. ye doctors, your pradii 
may prove, ' 


To conciliate my favour and cheriſh my love, 
& With genius and eandour take Nature in hand 


T Conduct by perfuafion—not force by commauc 


& So ſhall Phyſic once more be held in repute, 
* And her merit eſtabliſh'd beyond all — 
& When preſcriptions ate made, which the Pati 

muſt ſee, 


Are all for bis 996, nd congenial to . 


os 
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ON VIEWING TAE 


 AQUEDUCT BRIDGE, G. 


be 


OVER KELVIN, NEAR GLASGOW... + 


a; vbich the Navigation of the GRA CANAL poſſers. 


—— k »•»O§œu 


Architecture's pride in modetn time, 

raiſe the thought from ſordid to ſublime, 

© KeLvin Bripox; can ſure that merit claim, 
ſtructure ſtands unrivall'd yet in fame. 


r thy huge pile, the eye tranſported ſtrays, 7 
m baſe to top, from ſummit unto baſe; 

more thy form ſtrikes the aſtoniſh'd fight, 

thy vaſt uſe the mirid with ſweet delight; 

e thee, Kelvin ſteals along her bed, | F. 
ile Navigation ſleeps upon thy head $2242 
thee, afſiſted, oer th' abyſs ſo wide, | - 
ſons of traffic in proceſſion ride; * 
n ſca to ſea they ply, from ſhore to ſhore, 5 
d o'er thy ſhoulders walt their pond'rous ſtorey - 
ile trade increaſes, by thine aid ſupply'd, 


te, 


i boaſts a courſe which Nature had deny c. 55 1 

8 97: 133 
' ſpiteful Krrvins threatened to divide CR ET ; 
b's tumbling flood from joining with the Clyde, - 255 5 


J riſing form, majeſtic, interpos'd, | 
Ke 0'er the vale, and the wide gap was elo d. : 


Swells, of contracts, her liquid flood within; 


(8) 


To yanquiſh Nature's local ſpite the more, 
The truſty Locks retain their liquid ſtore; = 
Which, from the height, by gradual ſteps, deſeet 
Till, on thy top the ſhort liv'd torrents end. 


How grand the view, when, from the hollow v 
The eye, delighted, ſees the coming ſail; 
With ſteady pace, her middie region ply, 
And, on thy ſummit, hang twixt earth and 5 


Nor finiſh here, the e and amaze, 
Which ſtill muſt ſtrike the curious ſtranger's gz 
As they their courſe, from Weſt to Eaſt, explor 
Or, from the Eaſt, defire the Weſtern ſhore, 
The curious Lock, obedierit to the pin, 


— 7 


When the ſtill barge hangs pendent on the briaf 
Toy contents leſſen with a gradual fink, 

While thy huge gates, with wide expanſion ſho 

A ſafe progreſſion to the next below; 

When the reverſe, the rifing water ſwells, 


And that above, its empty ncighbour fills; 


While the proud barge, ic clevation ſwims, 

And, with flow motion, up the ſummit climbs, 
So, having gain'd her courſe ſhe onward bends, 
Till in Forth's ſtream the Navigation ends. 


Thus, all the feature's of this yaſt delign, _ 
in one great cauſe, their mutual efforts join, 
While. thy huge Fabric; tow'rs zbore the reſt, 


And fiaods the Money of the 9 coalels 
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I'W lend your lugs, ye beaders fine, 
ken the benefit of wine; | 
jou wha laughing ſcud brown ale, 
cjioks 4 OP 93 * 


honeſt Miller dwall'd in Fife, 
had a young and wanton Wife, 
ſomer mee thol'd the pariſh Prieſt 

k bet man a twa-born'd beaſt: = 

d right mony viſits till her, 

o keep in with Hab the Miller, 
Keavaut'd aft to make him happy, 
ter he kead the ale was uappy: . * 
ton deſceuſion in a paſtor, | 
Balbert's tove to him the faſtcr; 


ſs 


* 
3 


As yet but ſtap ye walt the kill | 


© Gae warm Ye, and crack with our cams 
„ Til 1 {ct of the mill, ſyne we. 5 


Shall tak what Beffy has to gi „ 7 25 


1 

And by bis converſe, troth tis true, 
Hab learn'd to preach when he was fou, 
Thus all the three were wondrous plcas d, 
The wife well ſcrv'd, the man well cas d, 
Hab ground his corn, the Prieſt did cheriſh 
Himſcl with dining round the pariſh. | 
Beſs, the goodwife, thanght it pac ſkaith, 
Since ſhe was fit, to ſcrve them baith. 
When equal is the night and day, 
And Ceres gives the ſchools the play, 
A youth fprung from a gentle pater, 
Bred at St. Andrew's alma mater, © 
Ae day gawn hameward, it ſell late, 
And him benighted by the gate: 
To he without, pit-mirk did ſhore him, 
He coudna ſee his thumb before him; 
But, clack—clack—clack, he heard a mill, 
Which kd him by the logs theretill. 
To take the thread of tale alang, 
This mill to Halbert did belang, 
Nor lefs this note your notice claims, 
BY ſcholar's name was Maſter James. 
Now, ſmiling muſe, the prelude paſt, 
e re late, a tale ſhall laſt 
As lang as Alps and Grampian bills, 
As lang as wind ot water mills; 
In enter'd James, Hab ſa and kend him, 
And offcr'd kindly to befriend him 
With fie good cheer as he cou'd wake, 

- Baith for his ain and father's lake. 
Theſebolar thought himfell right 1 
And gave him thanks in terms * 
Quoth Hab, * I canns leave it. 


* A bow-ſhor, and ye ud m hame + 15 
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6 
mes, in return, what's bandfome fail, 
lang to tell; and aff he gade. a 
of the houſe ſome light did ſhine, | 
ich led him TAP os with a liue: 
ir'd, he knock d. for doors were ſteckit;— 
ght throw a window Beſſy keckit, 
1 cries, * Wha's that gi'es ſowk a . 

; ic untimous time of night?“ 
nes, wit h good humour, moſt diſcreetly, 
d her his cireumſtance completely. 
inna ken 5e, quoth the Wite, 
ad up and down the thieves are rife; 
fithia my lane, I'm but a woman, 
ic I'M unbar my door $0 nae man, 
t fince *ris very like, my dow, 
at all ye're telling may be true, 
ne, there's a key, gang in your way 5 
the neiſt door, there's braw ait ſtrae ä — 
reek down upon't, my lad, and learn I 25 
ney're no ill lodg'd wha get a baron | 
us, after meikle clitter clatter, . 
nes fand he cou dna mend the matter; 
d ſince it might na better be, 
ith re ſignation took the key, 
lock'd t he barn—clamb up the mou, 
dere Was an opening near the Hou, 
row which he ſaw a glint of light, 
at gave diverſion to his fight : 

this he Erw! cou'd difcern 
thin wa” ſeparate houſe and barn, 

through this'rive was in the wa", 
| done within the bouſe he ſaw : 

aw (hat ought not to be ſeen, FT 
i {caree gied credit to his een) * 
e parith prieſt of rev'read fame bs 
cee courtſhip with the dame 3 
engthen out deſcription here, / g F N 
ws but offend the modeſt ear, 


* ; 4 


* 


FP * 
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* Which ſhou'd do, tho' ne'er ſac biſſy; 

ſent him here, good wiſe, where is he? 
* Ye ſent him here!” (quoth Beſly, grumbling} 
« Kend I this James! A chiel eame rumbling, 


(4) 
And beet the lewder youthſu' flame, 
Which we by ſatire ſtrive to tame, 


Suppoſe the wicked action o Ft. 


And James continuing ſtill to glowr; 
He ſaw the wiſe as faſt as able, An 
Spread a clean ſervite on the table, 


And ſyne, frac the ha” ingle, bring ben 


A piping-bet young roaſted hen, | 
Aud twa good bottles ſtout and clear, 


Ane of ſtrong ale, and ane of beer. 


But wicked luck, juſt as the prieſt 
Shot in his fork in chucky's breaſt, 
Th' unweleome Miller gied a roar, 


Cry'd, “ Beſſy, haſte ye open the door. 


With that the baly letcher fled. 

And darn'd himſell bebint a bed; 
While Beſſy huddl'd a“ things by 
That nought the cuckold might.cſpy; 
Syne loot him in, — but out of tune. 
Specr'd why he leſt the mill ſae ſoon; 
I come,” ſaid he,“ as manners claims, 
« To wait and crack wi' Maſter James, | 


* But how was Laſſur'd, when dark, 
That he bad been nae thieviſh ſpark, 
Or ſome rude wencher, gotten a doſe, 
« That a weak wife cou'd ill appoſe ?' 


gut what came of him ſpeak nae langer,” 


Cries Halbert, i in a bighlapd anger. 
* I ſent him to the bara, quoth ſhe t 
« Gae quickly bring him in, quoth he. 


© James was brought. in—the Wiſe was hawke 
: The Prieſt ſtood cloſe —tbe Miller cracked— 


Syne ſpeer'd his ſulky gloomy; ſpouſe, /.. 


What ſupper fhc bad in the houſe, 


('s ) 
u might be ſuitsbſe to gie 
e of their !odger's quality? 
oth ſhe, * Ye may well ken. aa 
our feaſt comes ann. 
be ſtov'd or sovaſted we afford; » - 
ire aſt great ſtcangers on our board. | 
Parritch,'* quoth Hab, © ye ſenſeleſs tawpic! 
Think ye this youth's a gilly-gawpy ;- 
or that his gentle ſtamock's maſter  - 
To worry up à pint-of plaiſter, 
Like our mill knaves that liſt the laidi ing, 
Whaſe kytes eau fax out like raw plaiding, 
wth, roaſt a hen, or fry ſome chiekens, 
2nd ſend for ale frac Maggy Picken's.“ 
ye, aye, quoth ſhe, ye may well ken, 
is il brought hut that's no there ben; 
han but laſt g, nac farder gaze, 83 
ie laird got a' to pay his kann. 
Then James, wha bad as good a gugſs 
what was in the bonſe as Beſs, {00 
th pawky ſmile this plea to end, ; 
plc ale himſell, aud eaſe his friend, 
ſtopen'd with aſlee oration 
wond'rons {kilVin conjuration. 
d he, —“ By this fell art I'm able 
o whop aff any great man's table 
hate'er | like to make a mail o 


- * 


od, if ye pleaſe, l ſhaw my art'— 
es Halbert, 4 Faith, with a“ my heart!“ 


| near band fell a ſwoon wi' fear. 


es leugh, —aud bade her nathing dread, 
to conjuriug went with ſpeed ;; 


beg he drew x circle round, 
u oterd mony à magic found 
ords, part Latin, Greek; and Dutch, 
gh to 38 weaywinchs EGG. 


ther in part, or yet the bail o', X 


s fain'd herfetl;—cry'd, Lord, be here!! 
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That done, James ſays, Now, now, tis come, 
And in the boal befide the lum: ; 
Now ſet the board; goodwife, gae ben, 
© Bring frac yon boal'a roaſted hen.“ 
She wadna gang, but Haby ventur'd ; 
And ſoon as he the ambrie enter'd, 
It ſmelꝰd ſac well, ſhort time he ſought it, 
But, wond'ring, *tween his hands he brought it, 
He view'd it round, and thrice he ſmell'd it, 
Syne with a gentle touch he felt it. 
Thus itta ſenſe he did eonveen, 
Leſt glamour had beguijt'd his cen: 
They all, in an united body, 
Declar'd it a fine fat how towdy. 
Nae mair about it,” quoth the Miller, 
* The Hen looks well, and we'll fa* till ber.“ 
«© Sac be' t ſays James; and in à doup, 
They ſaapt her up baith ſtoup and roup. 

« Neiſt,” ©! eries Halbert, . cou'd your ſkill 
* But help us to a waught of ale, 
f I'd be oblig'd t' ye a“ my life, 
% And offer to the deel my wife, 
* To ſee if he*l] diſereeter mak ber, 
* But, O I'm fleed he winna tak her!“ 
Said James, Ye offer very fair; 
The bargain's hadden, ſay nae mair.” 

Then thrice James ſhook a willow-wand, 
Wirth kiitle words thrice gave command; 
That done, with looks baith learn'd and grave, 
Said, Now yell get what ye wou'd bave 
f Twa bottles of as nappy liquor 
As everream'd in horn or bicquor, 
* Ahint the ark that hads your meal, 
s Yell find twa ſtanding corket weel.“ 
James ſaid, ſyne faſt the Miller flew, 
And frac their neſt the bottles drewyg 
Then firſt theſchplar's health he toaſted; 

Whaſc magic gart him feed on roaſted; 


. 

father's neiſtſyne a the reſtt 

his gone friends that with'd him delt, 

tatly o' cr laugſome at this time, 

ſhort tale to put in rhyme. 

Thus, while the Miller and the Youth, 

rc blythly Gack'gipg of their drowth, 

+ ſretting, ſcarcely held frac greeting; 

e Pricſt, enclos d, flood ven d and fweatings 
O wow!“ ſaid Hab, © if ane might fpcer, 
dear Maſter James, wha brought our checr 4 

ic laits appear to us ſac aufu', 

Ve hardly think your learning law fu“. 

To bring your doubts to a concluſion,” 

James, * ken I'm a Roficrucian, 

inc of the ſet that never carries 

'a traffic with black deels or ſairies; 

here's mony a ſp'rit that's no a deel, 

nat conſtantly around us wheel. 

There was a ſage call'd Albumazor, 

Nhaſe wit was gleg as ony razor: 

rac this great man we learu'd the ſkilf 

o bring theſe gentry to our will; 

and they appear, when we've a mind, 

a cony ſhape of human kind: 

Jow, F you'll drap your fooliſh fear, 
i gar my Pacolct appear. ; 

Hab fidg'd and leugh, his elbuck clew, 
th fear'd and fond a f{p'rit to view : 

laſt bis courage wan the day, 

o the ſcholar's will gave wary. 

Belly by this began to ſmell 

tet, hut kept ber mind to'r ſel] ; 

pray d like howdy in her drink, 

| mean time tipt young James a wink. 

wes frac his eye an anſwer ſent, 

nich made the wife right well content: 
a turn'd to Hab, and thus advis'd, | 

Fhate"cr you ſee, be nought ſurpria d, 
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And for your ſaul, move not your tongue: 
© But ready ſtand with a great rung; 
Byne as the ſp'rit gangs matching out, 
e ſure to lend him a ſound traut: 
bidna this by way of mocking, 
or nought delights him marr than knocking, 
Hab got a kent—ſtood by the hallan, 
Ind ſtraight the wild miſchievous Callan 
ies, Radamanibus Huſky Minge, 
| Monk Horner, Hipock, Jinks, Fingo, 
* Appear in likeneſs of a Pri. 

Vo like a detl, in fta pe of beaft, 

* With gaping chafſts to flep us a : 

* Wauk forth, the dus flands to the wa". 

Then frac the hae Where he was pent, 

The Prieſt approach'd, vight well content; 

With ſilent pace ſtrade o'er the floor, 

"Till he was drawing near the door; 

Then to eſcape the cudgel ran, 

But was not miſs'd by the goodman, 

Wha leut him on the neck @ lounder, 
That gart him o'er the threſbold founder. 

Darkneſs ſoon hid him frae their fight : 
Ben flew the Miller in a fright; 

* 7 trow,” quoth be © 7 laid bell on; 

* But wow be's like our ain Meſs Febn ? 
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Df all the Scortift Northern chiefs, 
* brauqt tvas Sir James the N,. 
A knight of meille fame. 1 
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SER JAMES THE ROSS, 
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AN HISTORICAL 


i357” SCOTTISH BALLAD. 


1 Or att the Scottim Northern chiefs, 
O high and warlike name, 
'The braveſt was Sir James the Roſs, 

A knight of meikle fame. 
oO His growth was as the tufted fir, 
That crowns the mountain's brow; 
And waving o'er his ſhoulders broad, 
His locks of yellow flew. 

# he chidtiie WF analinds dhe Buds, 

A A firm undaunted band: 

Five hundred warriors drew the ſword, 
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6 Lang had he woo'd, lag the refit.” E | 
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63 
7 At la; ſhe bleſs d his well- try d faith, 
Allow'd his tender claim; ; 
She vow?& to him her virgin heart, f. 
3 Her father, Buchan's cruel Lord, 4 w_ 
Their paſſion difapprov'd, f 7 
And bid her wed Sir John the Græme, 4 
And leave the youth the lov'd. 


9 Ae 22 
Deep in a ſhady wood; 
Where on a bank beſide the burn, 
A blooming ſaugh- tree ſtood. 
10 A 
The crafty Donald ay, 7 6 
The brother of Sir John the Grame, 000) 
To hear what they might ſa r. 
11 When thus the maid bezanz My fire 
Your paſſion difapproves;” | 
And bids cedarei.ir-tidel the.Gridmes;7 -17 
80 here muſt end e. 
12 My — be cherifs . 1 _ 
Nought boots me to-withftand,;  - 1 
Some fairex maid im beagy's boos, * — I 
13 Matilda ſoon ſhall be rgot, aun bo — | 
And from thy mund dene dl. | 
But any ch dappincſs be thine, v3 baſes. ©: 
Which 1 can /nevernafte. 
14 me- this thy vow? men Ft 2 
d james the Ruſe reply d: K 
And will Mata wed the ca., wa ifs: 92 
Though fyorn to em bride? 


"ont 
ia 
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15 His ſword ſhall ſooner pierce my heart, 
Than reave me of thy charms, 
Then claſp'd her to his beating breaſt, 
Faſt lock'd into his arme. 
16 J ſpeak to try thy love, ſhe ſaid; 
Fl ne'er wed man but thee; 
My grave ſhall be my bridal-bed, 
Ere Græme tay huſband be. 


17 ee d- Re eee 
In witneſs of my trotbLæůx 922 
And every pledge become my lot 
That day I break my oath. 


13 nn | 
Up haſty Donald flies; 
Come, turn ther, tr the, badly, 
He, loud inſulting, cries. 


19 Soon turn'd n che Setaleſe ie, 


For Donald's blade belape his brett. 


Had pierc'd his tartagy through: 
20 This for my-hoagher's eee, 
His wrongs fit on my ar mm 


Three paces back the youth retir l, 


And ſav'd himſelf from harm. 


21 Returning ſwift, his hand he _ 
From Donald's head above, | 1 4 
And through be) tgp er 1 


His ſharp-edg'd weapon drove. 
_ He ae. ng regidy then e e, : 


25 


29 


30 


1 
m 
Unto Lord Buchan's hall; 45 | 

And at Matilda's window ſtood, - 
And thus began te call?! 


24 Art thou aſleep, Matilda dear? 
Awake, my love, awake; ; 
Thy luckleſs lover calls on-thee, . 
A long farewell to take; 


25 e | 

His blood is on my ſword, : 53 Þ\ 22: 

And diſtant are wy faithful sg : a * 
That ſhould aſſiſt their Land. | 


26 To Sky TU now divet wy way, - 
Where my brave brothers bide, | 
To combat on my idee. 

27 O de not ſe, the maid replies 
With me till morning ſtay, x. 

redeten rde. F<, 

28 — in ths parks N 
My faithful page Fl ſend, oe 

To run and raiſe the Roſs's: clan, | 1 | 

Their maſter to defend. © - 1 1 3 

29 Beneath a buſh he hid hing down. e 
While tretubling for ber lover's fate. 

At diſtance ſtood the maid. "if be — 


30 Swiſt ran the page o'er hilt and del, A 
Till in a lonely glen | 225 * 7 


He met the furious Sir John Gr me, ; 
With twenty of his men. wm 2 


4 
ww 
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7 Laſt day at 


(6) 
zr Where goeſt-thou, little page, he ſaid, 
So late, who did thee ſend? 
I go to raiſe the Roſs's clan, 
Their maſter to defend. 
32 For he hath flain fierce Donald Grame, 
His blood is on his fword, © 
33 And has he dain my brother dear? 
By me ere morning dies. 
36 Tel we whats fie June the Blaſs. 
I will thee well reward: 5 
mater imo h r. 
Matilda is his guard. 


& They dns teh @ndedutibetamed; 
And fcour'd along the lee; 
They reah'd Land Buckag's ay towers 
np wum ON 


To whom thus Graeme a , PS 
Saw ye Sir Jamey the e cgi 
Or did he PINES 
* Mueide Git, Ro $3 
paſe d byg + 3 
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Sir James the 


And onward faſt did hy; . * 745 
| If horſe and man hold god. = — 
* pope ths ln, who fd be as 


He, furious, prick'd his fweaty Reed,” / 


44 


No fleeping in the wood. 71 45 | 
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49 She wrung her hands and tore her hair; 
Brave Roſs thou art betray d, 
And ruip'd by thoſe means, ſhe cried, 
From whence I hop'd thine aid. 


» By this the valiant knight awak'd, 
This virgin's cry he heard; 
And up he roſe and drew his ſword, 
When the fierce band appear'd. 


41 Your ſword laft night my brother flew, 
His blood yet dims its ſhineg 

And ere the riſing of the ſun, 
Your blood Rell ou Went 


6:2 by your men, and hand wo hand, © L's; _— 

We'll try what valour can: 1 i 

43 Oft boaſting hides a coward's heart, 
My weighty ſword you fear, Te 


4 


44 With gendes ep he ee ee. 
And dd h ws the fights! , 
Then Grams give back and four danems 2 
For well he knew its might. 1 


45 Four of his men, che bra veſt ſour 
But till he ſcarn'd the poor revenge, 
Abd ſought their haughry Lord 
5 r Ut 
And wounded him in the fide. . 
eee the ee . 2 E His 
And all — bod e 
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47 But yet his ſword quitted not the grips, 
Nor dropt he to the ground; N 
Till through his enemy's heart his ſteel 
Had forc'd a mortal wound. | 


a3 Græme like a tree with wind o'erthrown, 
Fell breathleſs on the clay; 

| And down beſide him ſunk the Roſs, 
And fainting, dying lay. 


49 The ſad Matilda ſaw him fall; 


O ſpare his life, ſhe cry d, 
Lord Buchan's daughter begs his life, 
Let her not be deny d. 


50 Her well-known voice the hero heard, 
Ile rais d his death-elos d eye, 
And ſix d them on the weeping maid, 
And weakly thus replies 


Fi In vain Matilda begs the life, 


By Death's arreſt deny*d; 

My race is run.——Adiey, my love. 
Then clos'd his eyes and dy d- 

52 The fword yet warm from his left fide, 

With frantic hand ſhe drew; 

1 come, Sir James the RE fp ys; 
'T come to follow you. ' 

53 grunge ghee we 
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To which Re added, 
EIGHT 
FAVOURITE SONGS. 


BY EMINENT AUTHORS. 


*. How fret in the morning of life, 
Are the ſcenet which gay fancy uprears, 

O may they be ſour d by no ftrife, 
Nor decay in the ſpbadow of yearts = 
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A 8 lately ſaunt' ring through the Hall, 
Where crowds attend at Fortune's call, 
And Anak's Giant Sons are feen, 
With haughty brow, and threatning micn, 
1 ſtoppꝰ' d attentively to view 
The features of the anxious crew: 
Who, oft deceived by Fortune's wiles, 
Expected her uncertain ſmiles. 
The clock ſtrikes nine!—the wheels turn round, 
Obedient to the well-known ſound. 
The tickets trawn, with frequent bawl, 
% Blank!—Blatnk—re-echoes through the Hall: 
A diſmal! gloom o'er ſhadows all. 
At length, hoarſe Stentor loudly cries— 
« Ten thouſand pounds!” O noble prize! 
« 'Ten thouſand!” quickly flies around, 
And each eye ſparkles at the found 
But ſoon, by various paſſions torn, 
Their breaſts with various tumults burn. 
This ſmiles with joy; that ftarts with fear; 
This bites his lips; that tears his hair. 
Another doubts, and trembling cries— . 
« hope my number is the prize!” — 
The wheel is ſhut; with progreſs flow, 
Returning crowds in ſilence ga. 
The day's ſucceſs is quickly ſhewn, 
And Fortune's favours all made known. 

The tradeſman to the office flies; 
His tickets blanks falute his eyes; 
Amaz'd, he utters many a moan, 


All hope of thirty thauiaod'ꝰ g; 


Lo 


Le 


* + | 


Attacks Dame Fortune as unkind, 
and cries, with diſeontented mind 8 
« Why, Fortune, play me ſath vile pranks, 2 
«To turn your wheel, and give me blanks? 
Enrich'd with vaſt increafe of ſtore, 
«] hop'd to keep my coach and four. _ 
„All blanks! Alas, my blilk-is flown; 
My money loſt, my credit gone!” 
Home he returns; deſpairing,. hes 
The halter round his neck, and dies! 
Such is the fate of many a fool, 
Who idly ſpurus the golden rule: 
and thus prefers uncertain gain, 
To honeſt Labour's golden mean, 
Thrice happy he, who nobly dares. 34th 
19 laugh at idle Fortune's ſnares; | | 
procuring, with aſſiduous toil, 
Ine well-earn'd riches of his native foil. 


— —— 2 — U 


DDRESS ro THE NIGHTINGALE, 
By DR. BEATTIE. _ - Ke 


A $0 XG. 
E 
An why thus abandon'd to mourning and woe, 
Why thus lonely Philomel, why flow thy fatd rr: 
lor ſpring ſhall return and & lover beſtocp,% 
And thy boſom no trace of dejection retain. 
II. | | 
et if pity infpire thee, ah! ceaſe not thy lay, * 2H 
ĩourn ſweeteſt complainer, man calls thee to mn, 
0 ſoothe him, whoſe pleaſures like thine paſs ay, WF + 
Full ſwiftly they paſs, but they tiever return. wn 


ns gn o 
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LOVE PREFERRED 
T 0 
WINE. 


A $ 0 IN G. 


Ap1gv ye jovial youths, who jdn 
To plunge old care in floods of wine, 
And as your dazzled eye balls roll, 
Diſcern him ftrugghng in the bowl. 
Not yet is hope ſo wholly flown, 

Not yet is thought ſo tedious grown, 


But limped ſtreams and ſhady tree 
Retain, as yet, fome ſweets for me. 


I, 

And ſee, through yonder ſilent grove, 
See yonder does my Daphne rove, 
With pride her footſteps I purſue, 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 

IV. 2 7 
The ſole confuſion I admire. 
Is that my Daphne's eyes inſpire, . EINE 
I.! corn the madneſs you approve 1 
| Aud value reaſon next to love, 


CRF: 


THE MORNING OF LIFE. 
A $0ON CG. 


I, 

How ſweet in the morning of life, 

Are the ſcenes which gay fancy uprears, 
may they be ſour'd by no ſtrife, 

Nor decay in the ſhadow of years. 

| : II. 

But alas! the chill ev'ning will come, 

And its froſt ev'ry bloſſom ſubdue, 3 
Mem'ry ſighs o'er the pride of their bloom, 


But no Sun the ſweet charms ſnall rue. 


— — . —— H— 


UNKIND JULIA. 
4 80 NC. 


—— — —e— — 


* 


J. 


No dawning hope can ſtrike my ſoul, 
Jo wake her from lethargic woe, 
Ihe place of mirth I'll haunt no more, 


To ſome far deep receſs Fll go. 3 
II. — 
There to mourn in doleful tales, 3 
And echo through the caves ſhall wind, 
The joys I once with Julia found, 
Though ſhe's not falſe, yet ſhe's unkind. 


| 
| | FR 
1 ' By Dx. GOLDSMITH. 
| 5 $22 4A $0NG. 
| A Wurx lovely woman ſtoops to folly, 
1 And find too late that men betray, 


What charms can ſoothe her melancholy, 
What art can waſh her guilt away. 
Wo. 
The only art her guilt to cover, 
To hide her ſhame from ev'ry eye, 
To give repentance to her lover 
And wring his boſom, is to gie. 
— —— — 
THE DESPAIRING LOVER. 
—” FC. 
, I. x . 
Since robb'd of all that charm'd my view, 
Of all my ſoul e' er fancied fair, 
Ye ſmiling native ſcenes adieu, 
With each delightſul object there. 
95 II. 
Ve dear aſſociates of my breaſt, 
Whoſe hearts with ſpeechleſs ſorrow ſwell, 
And thou with hoary age oppreſt, 
Dear author of my life farewell, 
III. 
For me alas! thy fruitleſs tears, 
Far, far remote from ſriends and home, 
Shall blaſt thy venerable years, 
And bend thee pining to the tomb, 
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LOVE SUPERIOR 


T © 


FRIENDSHIP. 


A SONG. 
— —— . — — 
I. 


Tur paſſion that from friendſhip ſprings, 
Unlike the dew the morning brings, 

Unlike the flower. that drops away, 

Nor quits its bloom, ner feels decay. 


II. 


Beneath the ſun that rais d it's head, 
The fragrant roſe may yield its red, 
But love for ever ſtronger grows, 


The more its firſt felt feeling glows. 
III. 


Pleaſure deſtroys itſelf a pace, 

And age deforms the faireſt face, 
But love, well founded will aſwage 
The lateſt hour of weary age; 


IV. 
Then light, O love, with golden beam, 
My waking fancy's midnight dream, / 
Sieze, early ſieze, my willing heart, 
O hold it faſt, and ne er departt. 


YE virgin powers defend my heart 
From am'rous looks and ſmiles, 

-From ſaucy love, or nicer art, 
*Winch moſt our ſex. beguiles. 


u. 


From ſighs and vows, from awful fears, 
That do to pity move, 
From ſpeaking ſilence, and from tears, 
Thoſe ſprings that water love. 
A 
But if through paſſion 1 grow blind, | 
Let honour be my guide, 


And where frail nature ſeems inclin'd, 
There fix a guard of pride, 


6 * 
TEAS» 


Tis fit the price of heav'n be pure, 
And worthy of it's aid, 
For thoſe who thigk themſelves ſecure, 
OI On Fe. 
$9 8 HA 
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„Now, though a Frenchman French with caſe can jabber, 


* And, doubtleſs, thinks all other cars are hung 
© Like thoſe he left at hame, et a Dutch S, 
© Is apt enough no other ſprech to kn] ꝰ., | 


Than that which ber he ard from u. Fo." 
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Oxce on time. z little French Marquis 

For travel felt a mighty inclination : 
To ſhew hitmſelf, mann. 

He undertook a bold peregrination. 

- As Dips Sie Bp Fete 

| By Nase mans, and bang for , 
Wind and tide ſerving, off he fal'd aWw· ß, 
And, ſoon ſes ſick, bexond fingfle or Man. 


1 


Cloſe in the cabin he preferr'd to neſtle. 
There, faint and languid, rue b 
Till, from th' increag'd conithotion in the weſfel, 
That land might be in ſight he well ſuppos d: 
er e e 4 OR 
Aud, ſore enough, AST 


PEL'ES * 7 11 L AST? 
- 
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II. 
While in the cabin fick and fad he lay, 
Though a trite Frenchman, he ne'er dreamt of talking; 
Bat, when on deck, his ſpirits grew more gay; | 


And his blood gan to cireulate wich . 
He recollected that he had àᷣ tongus. 


Now, though a Frenchman French with eaſt can jabber, 2 | | 


And, doubtleſs, thinks all other ears are hung ſe v2 

Like thoſe he left at home, yet a Dutch Swabber © = - Af 
h apt enough no other ſpeten t know,-— 4 4 
Than that which firſt-ho learn 'd from - Mother Frow. 


doch was the cafe of all the trunk - os d Crew. 1, 
The Marquis, ſtruck with wonder and delight, 
Enraptur'd gaz d on object all ſo new. 
At length a ſumptuous Palace caught his fight; © 
Which, proudly riſing from · the water's ſid ec, 
She w' d its ne w- painted front. with flow rets gar; 
While trim reſponſive gardens ſpreading wide, | 
Diſplay'd Dutch taſte in regular array. „ 
Anxious to know who own'd the pleaſing cen, 
The Marquis, bowing, with a grinning face, 
Demanded of a Tar, in French I ween, : 
To whom belong d that moſt enchanting * 
Ide Tar, who knew as much af Frenab as Greeb, 
Ey'd him at frſt with ſomething like diſdain z; 
Then, as he ſhifted raund-his quid to-ſpeak, 7 
With growling voice cryd D ings 
" Oh! ho?” reply d the Marquis, © — | 
„To Monfieur Kaniferftene! lucky man! oh: q 
* The palace, to be ſure, lies rather low; It 5 of 
-« But, then, the fize and and grief he pla 
S 22 2042 Ba 2h: ack 4 
* Fqual to this of Affe Konjfatore,” . "8 5 "2 3 
| ** This means, ® 1 do not undertand-you." "x | 


„„ — — —k—— wad —ñ—ͤ— 
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IV. 
While thus he ſpoke, the Sailor's anchor caſt. 
As the Marquis deſcended on the Quay, 
He ſaw a charming Frow that chanc'd to paſs, 
| In liveheſt bloom of youth and beauty gay, 
if Bedeck d with all the Aunſterdam parade 
| Of gold and filver, pearls and jewels rare. 
On the Marquis ſhe much impreſſion made: 
His tinder breaſt ſoon own'd a pleaſing flame; 
Stopping. à paſſenger, he, bowing, ſaid, 
« Monſieur, pray tell me who's that lovely er ys 
The civil Dutchman bow d to him again, 


And gently anſwer d, II lam niet verftuen.” 


« What! Monſieur Kaniferfant's Wife!“ the Marquis cry d, 
; He who has got yon gay and ſamptuous Houſe } © 
Well! that ſome men have luck can't be 2 bi 
What! ſuch an Edifice and fuch a Spouſe? - 
« 2; foil I think, I-never ſhould complain, 


| En in 1 
As, en che morrow, b the wee he ru. 
Gazing on all che pretty fights about, 
On a large open Hall his fight he caſt, t. 
Were buſtling crowds end. _ 
Joinibg the throng, he entrance ſoon obtain'd, 
And found the people much engag d to fee 
e e eee 
In their High Mightineſſes Lottery. 
Some Jigs, cave. ont groa'd, a ome c 
I all the ſpirit of true caftle-builders, - © 
4D 1 on a ſudden, a Joud voice prockim'd | 
Tue ſoy reign Prize of rue Hase c 


4 


And who,” the Marquis cry'd to one cloſe by, 
Who has the luck this mighty Prize to gain? 
The man furvey'd. him with a doubtful eye, 
And flowly anfwer'd; I las niet verſtaan.” 
« What! Monſieur Nanifenſtane got the Prize!” 
The Marquis cry'd, © he's lucky, on my life; 
« He who has got a Houſe of ſuch a fize, 
« And ſuch a Garden, too, and ſuch a Wife? 
Diable you may very well be vain 
„With all theſe treafures, Monfieur Kaniferflane!” 
fo hs 
A week or two elape d, when; av he ſtray d, 
On novelty intent, he chanc'd to meet, 
Adorn'd with ſolemn pomp and grave parade, 
A ſumptuous Burial coming up the ſtreet. 
y's, Monſieur, ſaid he, as bow ing to a Baker, 
Who left his ſhop the pageantry to ſee, 
And juſt had nodded to the Undertaker, 7 
Pray Monſieur, whoſe grand burial, may, this bes 
The Baker, as he turn'd to ſhop again, | 
Reply'd moſt gravely, © II lan niet verſiaan.”_ 


VII. 


7" ras 


« Mon Dien! exclaim d the Marquis,“ What a pity} 
« Monſieur Kanijferftane ! What ſurprize! | 
He had the nobleſt Palace in this City! - _ 
And fuch-a Wife! and ſuch a glorious Prize! 
« Alack! alack! good fortune ſmiles in van 
so reſt in peace, good Monſieur Kaniferflane.”” —_ 
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THE MODERN BEAU. 


4 BT DIB D IN. 


A SONG 
3 IF g "A 


Mr daddy 3 dead and has left me ſome money, 
III dreſs very fine and look very funny; 
TI buy a fine coach with fine horfes to carry me, 
Who Enows then but ſorue young lady will marry me. 
With my puff em, ſtrut em, ſtride em, 
War — ride em, tol, &c. 


AR.” GI 5 r ä 


Wich my OR. EY 

1 look like a cockney new cut out of feather, 

Then 1 mount on my pad that I TWiftly does carry me, 

Han 1 no ts eee 
With my 2 K. —— 


* 14 * FI M 
1 „ % 1 * 
P 
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n put en fine Vlothe, and go te the bull, Sn: 
Then pull out my glaſs and Quint at chem all, Sieg 


To be blind is the faſhion, fo V11 be blind tub, Sir, 
And if you peep at me, why eee ee. 
8 22297 Y fn | 


— 


. 
, " 


41 279 
IV. 
4: ſtrut round the room, I ſtare in their faces, 
Tkca pull down wy ruffles all cover'd with laces; - 
The ladies all giggle while their hearts are a thumping, 
What a ſweet fellow 'sthat?—oh,its young Squire Lumpkin, 


With his puff em, &. 
V. : | 
| walk out of the room, and fometimes I ſtay in it, 4 
As us great folks can't make up our minds in a minute; 2 
We fit down to cards and play at bon-ſwaber, 
We Land round the wine and drink haber-naber, x 
With our puff em, &c. hb 
VI. 


We ſet round the wine till we're as drunk as buſfers, 
hen we knock down the candle, table, frog (AL 
ſhe waiter comes in, we put him in che fire, _ 
And then ſtumble home all caver'd with mire. 
With our puff em, ſtrut em, ſtride em, > 
Walk em, run em, rid em, tol, &c. 113 Rag F a pt 4 o 
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With freedom ſtalks forth the vaſt deſart explorings./ : 


175 
e 


vas dragg'd frons my hut, ene a> | 
TT 8 M 
1 r Nauen * * . "=p 2 | 


(2), 
II. 


Tofs'd on the rue main, 1 wildly defpaiting. 

Burſt my bands, .ruſh'd on deck, my eyes widely glaring, 

When the lightning's rude blaſt ſtruck the a,, 

And glory's bright beams ſhut for ever away, 
Spare a halfpenny, &c. 


III. 
Thoſe defpoilers of men, their proſpe& thus looſing 


Of gain by my ſale, (not a blind bargain chookng, ) 


As my value compared with my keeping was light. 
Had me daſh'd over+board, in the dead of the night. 


* 


W. f. 
And but for a bark to Britannia's coaſt bound, 
All my cares by that plunge in pn deep had ren droen's 
But by moon · light deſcry'd, 4 ſaatch'd from the ware, 
And reluctantly 2 a watry grave. 


V. 


How diſaſtrous is my ate, freedom's land tho I tread now, 


Torn from home, wife, __ children, and | begging fer 
Wel As cnn 
While ſeas roll between us that ne'er can be cold. 


And = dns. * is loft. | 


— 2 
3 1 * 0 1 
v 1 ApaS-$ * * 
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But of minds foul and fair, when the judge and ponderer, 


Shall beſtow light and life to nc und the wanderer, 
The European's deep dye may out-rival the floe, 


e ee 


ROBIN RED BRE AS Ts 


ADDRESS $3 19 exnran LADIES, 


ww --—e aqNCS WES 


ng, WELLS A SONG, 


J, 0 42114 LAGS 2 en «a4 44k FA * Te 4 35; 


BY MISS A. ROSS: 


„ OL 3Þ IRC > =. - _ 
GLASGOW. 


" ö 
3 * * 
F : * 4 + © 
* 


. KS. « \ 
< os 


THE, MOUSE's PETITION, 


Fay, ; — 13 % 511% 41% n 4 
IHE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD 
TO HIS LOVE, 

BY CHRISTOPHER MARLOW, _, , 


19W, 
fer b. 
THE NYMPHs REPLY: 
BY SIR WALTER RALEIGH, 
er, , 4 
er, * 


1 
GLASGOW: r tet 
\ PRINTED FOR ARD SOLD BY 


"I ©. 
Braſh & Reid. 
A "#19 4-5 : 


ROBIN R 


5 


ar. ADDRES 


Cx ©4< 


4” # , 


3} £0 4 14 [1 


5 e i in e e Zak 


TUNR JOHNNY COPE, 


, J ” 


91411 . 4 2h. 
off nee barſh commands bs kinks 
To Gentlemen they're too ſevere, 


Towne admit one ſtranger here, 
"7 I harmleſs little Robin. 
BE LY A houſe ſo eſeat redd up and near, ö 
> In winter ſhall be my retreat 


A I ſoil your ſummer ſeat, 
r I 


2 * 
©. 


41 I. 1 
When oiater cid, hive ſnow and es, 
© come, and gie the houſe a heat, 


Aad | leave ſore crum for 1 me to eat, | 
| ering 22 


Iv; F 
; Tees vorecion Bic of priy; © - $M 
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To ſteal your hens and ran 7 64 
But one who comes in open Lag I "7M 
£ = 


"IF $89 | a bone 


13) 


3 
Obſequious to your hig command, 
At diſtance, on a tree I fand. 
Zut hope, when winter is at hand, 


You'll have a place for Robin. 


r 


VI. 
t new falFo ſaows, I'll waſh my feet, 
And wait on Ladies, clean and neat, 


if you'll reccive me to your ſeat, 
| And feed a little Robin. | 


4 VII. 
zo may rich ftores your barn-yards , 7 
And birds fivg round you with good will, 
And plenty crown each vale and bills 
Thus Gags a little Robin, 
78. 
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THE MOUSE's PETITION. 


I, 


On: ! hear a penſive priſoner's prayer, 
For liberty that fighs ; ; 
And never let thine heart be ſhut 
Agaiuſt the wretch's cries 


I. 
For kids forlorn 2nd ſad 1 ve, 
Witbin the wiry grate; 5 
And tremble at th* apprbaching moro, 
Web bzings impradiogfare, 1 


* 


- 


12 


11. 

It c'er thy break with freedom glow's; | * 
And ſpurn'd a tyrapt's $ chain, : | 

Let hot thy ſtrong ge lorre 
A free born mouſe tain, n 


TV. 
Oh! do not ftain with guiltleſs blood, 
Thy hoſpitable hearth; 
Nor triumph that thy wiles berray'd 
A prize ſo little worth; 


| V. 
The ſcatter'd gleanings of a ſeaſt 
My frugal meals ſupply; 
But if thine unrelenting beart 
That ſlender boon deny, 


The cheat ſul light, the vital air, 
Are bleſſings widely given; 

Let nature's commoners enjoy 
The common gifts of heaven. 


VII. 
The well taught philoſophic mind 
"To all compaſſion gives; 
Caſts round the world an equal eye, 
And feels ſor all that lives. 


vin. 
If mind, as antient ſages taught, 
A never dying flame, 
Still ſhifts thro' matter's varying forms, 
la every ſorm the ſame, 


146 


IX. 
Beware, left in the worm you eruſh -... 
A brother's ſoul you find; 
And tremble leſt thy Wckleſs hand | 7 
Diſtodge a bee mind. 1 f 


"T3 E- 


4 


2.45 an; 
Or, if this ad gleam of day 


Be all of lite we ſhare,  _ 
Let pity plead within thy breaſt 
That little al} to ſpare. 


XI. 
So may tby hoſpitable board | 
With health and peace be croyn'd; _ 
And every charm of heartfclt caſc f | 
Beneath thy roof be found. 1 0 


XII. 
Sp, when deſtruction lurks unſeen, 
Which men, like mice, may ſhare, 
May ſome kind angel clear thy path, 
And break the hidden ſnare, 


— — — , —— 
THE PASSIONATE SHEPHERD 


"TO His LOVE. 
BY CHRISTOPHER MARLOW. 


Oy 


3 a 4 

One of our cat lie dramatic writers, and a perſon of 
great genious ; which this beautiful paſtoral, bad be 
compoſed notbing elſe would ſufficiently evince. Tt 
bas been generally attributed to Shakſpeare, 20heſe 
fame requires not any addition from other peoples per- 
formances. The Author wvas tilled, by a * frange ac- 
18 in a brothel, 1593. 


2 
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Cour live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That vallics, groves, or hills aud ficlds, 
And all the ſteepy mountain yields. 


II. 
And we will fit upon the rocks, 
Beeing the ſhepherds ſeed their flocks, 
By ſhaltow rivers, to whoſe ſalls 
Mclodious birds fing madrigals. 


III. 
And I will make thee beds of roſes | 
And a thoufandfragrant polies, 22 * 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 45 
3 dell with leaves of myrtle : 


4 


75 IV. 
A gown made of che ſneſt wool, - 
Which from our pretty tambs we poly 
Fair lined ſlippers (or the cold, 
With buckles of the pureſt gold; 


£Þ V. 1 
With coral claſps, and amber ftuds : _ 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 


Come live with me, and be my lose. 


VI. 
The ſhepberd'ſwains-ſball dance 3 
For thy delight each May morning: 


H theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Thea live with me, and be my love. 
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BY SIR WALTER RALEIGH, 775 


* 
I. all the world and love were young, 


And truth in every; ſhepherd's tongue, 
Theſe pretty pleaſures might me move 


To live with thee, and be thy o. 


IE 


Time drives the flogks from fi eli W ; 


When rivers rage, and rocks grow. n 


When Philamel becometh dumb; 2 8 


And ee eee 4 
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THE NYMPH's REPLY TO'THE 
' SHEPHERD... 
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In. 
The flowers. do fade, andiwanton ſ e ld⸗ 
To wayward winter reck'niag yields: 
A honey tongue, a heart of gall, 
Iz fancy's en. but ſorraw's fail. 


IV. 

Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 
Tiy cap,tby kirtle, and thy pofics ; 
Soon break, foon wither, ſoon m 
In folly ripe; in reaſon rotten. 


V. 
Thy belt of ftraw, and ivy buds, 
Thy coral ctaſps, and amber huts, 
All theſe ia me no means can move, 
To come to thee, and be. thy love. 


But could youth laſt, and love ſtill breed, 

Had] joy vo 0 Fate, nor age no ured; ” f 
Then theſe delights my mind might move} 
To live with thee, and be thy love, 
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Awale, ſtweet muſe, the breathing ſpring | I | 
With rapture warm, exvake and fing; K I 


Aroake and join the vocal throng, „ 
Aud bail the morning with a ſong. 
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HERE AWA, THERE Awa, &c. 


By ROBERT BURNS. 


Hg awa, there awa, wandering Willie. 
Here awa, there awa, haud awa hame; 


Come to my boſom, my ain only deary, 
Tell me thou bring'ft me, my Willie, the ſame. 


11. 


Winter winds blew, loud and cauld, at our parting, 
Fears for my Willie brought tears in my ee; 

Welcome, now Simmer, and welcome, my Willie; 
The Simmer to Nature, my Willie to me. 


III. 


Reſt, ye wild ſtorms, in the cave. of your ſlumbers, 
How your dread howling a lover alarms! 
Wauken, ye breezes! row gently ye billows! 
And waſt my dear Laddie ance mair to my arms. 
IV. 


2 3 it he's let, aol rind us hid Names, 
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I. 


When is the ſmile that was heav'n to our eye? 
"Where is the voice that enchanted our car? | 
Nought now around us is heard but the ſighz 
Nought in the valley is ſeen but the tear. 


II. 


Bleſt is the cottage thy charras ſhall adorn; 
There will the moments be wing'd with delight; -- ” 
Pleaſure with thee ſhall ariſe at the morn; + 
Rapture retire with thy beauties at night. OG 
III. 

Marian, thy form was a ſun to our nad, 
Chac d were the glooms when it beam'd on our plain 
Leave not, O leave not, the verdures to fade; . 

Let not chill darkneſs freund us WWE boil Herve 

| IV. | 
Tell us what. tempts thee-1 70 fly from our grove? | 
What is our crime that our valley ould pine? > 
Say, doſt thou pant for the.canquetts of love? e 
Tue hearts of cur ſnephers alrcady are thine, 


C4 F: 
BEHIND YON HILLS, 4. 


Br ROBERT BURNS. 
an. — Ar NANIE, o- 


N R 
Beam you hills where Lugar flows, 
Mang muirs, and moſles many, O, 


1 The wint' ry fan the day has clos dz . 
"A And I'll awa to Nanie, O. 


u. 

Thoogh weſtlin winds blawloyd and ſhill; 
And it's bach mirk and rainy, O. 
ru get my plaid, and out I'll ical, 


| And o'er the LN to — O. 
; any” vi ng ge > 


In. 
Y y Nanic' s charming, ſweet, and young; 


| . ; Nae artfu* wiles to win ye, O; 


3 May ill befa' the flattering tongue 
t kat wad beguile my Nanie, O. 
: es IV. 
| Her face is fair, her heart is true, 

__ Hs ſpotleſs as ſhe's bonie, O; 

1 ; - The ep ning gowan, wat wi! dew, 2 FI 
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ESE 
VI. 
My riches a's my penny fee, 
And I maun guide it cannie, O: 
But warld's gear ne er troubles me, ; 
My thoughts are a, my Nanie, O. 


Oar auld Guidman delights to view 


. 


x 


His ſheep and Eye thrive bonie, Oz" 512461 
But I'm as blythe that hauds his pleug , 

And has nae care but Nanie, “. 
VIII. 


Come well, come woe, I care na by, af 2 4 

IU tak what Heavn will ſend me, 0. + .""7of ; 

Nac ither care in life have I, . 4 Dante | a ; 

But live, and love my Nanie, OJ. 4 e wi3} 2 F | | 
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1. 8 

0 Naxcr, wilt thou go wich me, K 2 | 14 
Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting town? 7 2 + "yg 

Can Men Oe hens OS 2 

The lowly cot and ruſſet gown? = eons: 7 

H. 83 #6 5 : 4 ; 

No longer dreſt in ſilken ſheen, © | 5 

vo longer deck'd with jewels rate; EH 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair. " cM 
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III. 


O Nancy, when thou'rt far away, 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind? 
« Say, canſt thou face the parching ray, 
Nor ſhrink before the wintry wind? 


IV. 


O can that ſoft and gentle mien 
Extremes of hardſhip learn to bear; 

Nor, ſad, regret each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


V. . l 


O Nancy, canſt thou love ſo true, 
Through perils keen with me. to go? 
Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſnall rue, 
Io ſhare with him the pangs of wo? 


| OY earner WG 1 rr rene 
Say, ſhou'd diſeaſe, or pain befal, 
"Wilt thou affume the nurſe's care? 
Nor, wiſtful, thoſe. gay ſcenes recal, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 
5 vn. 
And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 


Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling ſigh, 
And cheer with ſmiles the bed of death? 


bb vm. | 

And wilt thou o'er his breathleſs clay + + 5 444? 
| | Strew flow'rs, and drop the tender ter? 
Ws £4 Nor #hen regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, * $55 
—— a a thou wert faireſt of the fair: 
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INVITATION: 
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Cove, dear Amanda, quit the town, 
And to the rural hamlets fly; 


Behold, the wint'ry ſtorms are gone, 
A gentle radiance glads the ky: 


| 0; 
The birds awake, the flow'rs appear, 
Earth fpreads a verdant couch for thee; 


Tis joy and muſic all we hear! _ 
Tis love and beauty all we ſe + + £1 


. — 
* . 9 . 9 | 4 


III. 771 | 
Come, let us mark the gradual ſpring, * 
How peep the buds, the bloſſom blows, 2 2 
Till Philomel begins to ſing, 
And perfect May to ſpread the roſe. 


IV. 


Let us fecure the ſhort delight, 
For ſoon, too ſoon it will be night, e 
Ariſe, my love, and come away. | 
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© CONTENTMENT, PEACE, AND 


| HEALTH. 


* 


\ 


I. 
Contentment, peace, and health; 
Nor poverty nor wealth, 
II. 
sweet innocence, and love, 
With friendſhip thou Anodic 
Be preſent where I rove. | 
Let reaſon, ſenſe, and wit refin'd, 
Unite che perfect whole. 
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VERSES ON TIME, 
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THE snonrxrss or LIFE. 


— — EI amore — 
Have aue not ſeen him ſporting an theſe plains? © © 
Have we not heard bim firike the M. 7 Iyre? - 
Have tye not felt the magic of bis flraine, 
bf ee , | 
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ON the 21ft of July, 1796, died at Dumfries, in the 
37th year of his age, after a lingering illneſs, the cclebrated 
Roßzar BuRNs, the Scottiſn ꝓoet. His postical compoſi- 
tions, diſtinguiſhed equally by the force of native humour, 
by the warmth and the tenderneſs of paſſion, and by the 
glowing touches of a deſcriptive pencil, will remain a 
laſting monument af the vigour and verſatility of a mind, 
guided only by the light e nature and the inſpirations of 


The public, to whoſe amuſement he has ſo largely con- 
_ tributed, will learn, with regret, that his extraordinary 
endowments were, accompanied with frailties which ren-, 
dered them uſeleſs to himſelf amd his family. The laſt 
months of his ſhort life were ſpent in ſickneſs and indi- 
gence; and his widow, with five infant children, and in 
_ hourly expectation of a ſixth, is now left without any re- 
ſource but what ſhe may hope b the regard due to the 
— of her. huſband. 


2 The following Elegiac Stanzas, being written | 

-{-  fimilar event, deſeribe ſo well the feelings which 
na ariſe on conſidering the untimely death of BvnNs, that it 
— apiece the opp FB 
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ELEGIAC STAN LAS, 
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J APPLICABLE TO THE 
PP 


UNTIMELY DEATH 


OF THE 


„ , CELEBRATED, POET, 


KOBER'T BURNS. 


. 
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I. 


Dank was the night ind fleate reightd der , 


No mirthful ſounds urg'd on the ling ring hour: 
The ſbeeted ghoſt ſtalk'd ghaſtly through the hall, 
And ev'ry breaſt confeſs'd chill horrot's pow'r: + © ** 


— 


II. 


Slumb'ring 1 lay: I mug'd on human hopes: ©. 7 A 


Vain, vain, I cry'd, are all the hopes we form; 


hen winter conies, the-fweeteſt flow'ret drops, 


* 0 


er 


While thus 1 ſpake, 2 voice afflil'd my ear, gd 
"Dow "ewe Low 4 oy min wh Wal 

* Forbear, it cry'd—thy moral lays forbeag,”” * 

* Or change the brei Bowns ala! s e 


24 
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IV. 


Have we not ſeen him ſporting on theſe plains? 
Have we not heard him ſtrike the Muſe's lyre? 

„Have we not felt the magic of his ſtrains,  »». 

ee man aa 


V. 


Have we not hop d theſe ſtrains would long be heard? 
« Have we not told how oft they touch'd the ſoul? 
« Might ſpread her fame ev'n ta the diſtant pole? 


VI. 


« But vais, alas! AIST rais'd; 
« Death ſtrikes the blow—they fink—their reign is o'er; 
« And theſe fweet ſongs, which we ſo oft have prais'd— 
« Theſe mirthful ſtrains ſhall now be beard no more, 


| 772 VII. 
RE? 
« This, this progleims how vain are all the joys 
„Which we with ardoar covet to attain; - - 
Since ruthleſs fate ſo oft, ſo ſoon deſtroys 


Ide high-born hopes en of the Mules train.” 


heard no more——The cock, wich clarion ſhrill, © 
"Loudly proclaim'd ' approach uf morning near 

1 3 
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IX. 


« Perhaps, I cried, e er vonder ring fur © 
« Shall fink his glorics in the weſtern wave; 
Perhaps ere then my race ton may be run, 
« And I myſelſ laid in the ſilent grave. 


X. 
Oft then, O mortals} oft this dreadful trum 


« Should be proclaim d—for fate is in the found, * 


Tat genius, learning, bealth-and wigorout youth, * 
May, in one day, in death's cold chains be bound.” 
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L 
DAY; is there ought that cam convey 
An image of its tranGent ſtay! £4 
"Tis an-hand's breadth; "tis we; 
eee, __ 


. 


"Tis a courſes frining be 
is w ſhuttle in its ſpeed; 
"Tis an cagle in its wa, 
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"Tis an arrow in its flight, 


Mocking the purſuing ſight; 
Tie vapour” in the airy 


IV. 


'Tis a ffiort liv'd fading flower; 


"Tis a rainbow on a ſhower, - 
Tis a momentary ray, 
Smiling in a winter e day. 


V. 
* 7 1 
Dre r ' o 


"Tis à torrents rapid — 
"Tis a hadow; tis a dream; 
Tis the cloſing watch of night. 
Dying at approaching light. 


VI. 


"Tis 4 landſc andy why," 
Painted upon crumbling clay; 
"Tis a kamp that waſtes its fires; 
"Tis a ſmoke that quick expires, 


* 


e bubble; 8 Go; 
r © Man! 10 die. 
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ON THE SHORTNESS 


* 


HU MAN I. I I K. 


By, » 


"OF * 


I. 


Lee's Uke the damaſk roſe you fee, 

Or like the bloſſom on the tree: 
Or like the dainty flower in Mayr, 
Or like the morning to the da,,ũ 
Or like the fun, or like the ſhad es, 
Or like the gourd which Jonah had; 

Elen ſuch ia man, Mhaſe thread is ſpun, * 
Drawn out and cut and fo is done, 
-Withers the roſe, the blofſum la,, 1 
And florrers fade, the morning baſtes, _ - 

_ The ſun doth ſet, the ſhadows fly, 


The gaurd conſumes and mortals Ae“ 29 5 oy 2 


2 * _—_ 
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Like to the an, that” * . 
Or like a tale that's new begun, 
Or like a bird that's here to- day : 


Or ke the pearled dew of May, +; 
Or like an hour, or like a ſpan, _ uy 

Or like the ſinging of a wn 

F'en ſuch is man, who lives by breath 

Is here, now there, in life and death, u, 
The Grafs decayr, the tale dib t 0 7 "2 


The bird is flown, the dervs-aſcend, 
The hour is ſhort, the ſpan nat lg 
The fewas's near death; man's life is dine. 


* 


; Her's all the melting thrill, her's all the kindling fire, 


(2) 
III. 


Like to the bubble in the brook, 
Or in a glaſs much like a look, 
Of ke the ſhuttle in weaver's hand, 
Or like the writing in the ſand, 
Or like a thought, cr like a dream, 
Or like the gliding af the {tram ; 
E'en ſuch is man, who lives by breath, 
So here, now there, in lie and death, 
The bubbles burſt, the locks forgot, 
The foutiles flung, the zuriting s blat, 
The thought is paſt, th: dream is gone, 
The water glid:s, man's life is done. 
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LINES CHARACTERISTIC 
OF | 
ROBERT BURNS, 


WRITTEN BY HIMSELF. 
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2 Tim faapls Hard, unbeoke by rüstet art, 5 — 


Pours forth the wild effuſions of the heart; 
And, if inſpir d, tis nature's powers inſpire; * 


if 


